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P R E F A CE. 


T has always, and, indeed, with 
| too great a degree of juſtice, been 
lamented by the admirers of vocal excel- 
lence, and genuine wit, the :mpolhibility 
of being provided with a Collection of 

Song3 of acknowledged merit, without 
the intermixture of common ſtreet ballads, 
or thoſe abounding with ribaidry 
and obſcenity ; which, being unexpeck- 
edly met with by the fair f: ngſtrefs, ter- 
minates in diſguſt, and is ever after fear- 
ful of a like obtrufion to offend her deli- 
44). The collection here preſented 
Vill be found totally free from ſuch im- 
purities; at the ſame time, drawing the 
2233 between the lively flaſhes of 
a ſprightly imagination, and the rude 
production of a depraved taſte, ſuch are 
not excluded as may create a little focia 
merriment, without crimſoning the cheek 


a of 


1 
of the chaTeſt fair- one with a bluſh. —— 
T convivial companion will alſo find 
eyery thing to his withes ; every lively 
idea which the *chearf 1] glaſs i 1s capable of 
iniÞ'ring him with, will be here found 
beau if 11ly exnreſled, and adanted to the 
moſt favourite air. All the ſongs of 
merit, which have heen latel ſung at the 
theatres and places of public amuſement, 
in London and Dublin, are alſo correctly 
copied. and the whole will appear, as a 
general collection, ſuperior to any hither- 
0 publiſhed. | = 


EN D 


A 


Hie fl of the f — — 44 

; Amo, amas — | 
14 the charger when he hears 

As bringing home the other dag —— 


A bumper of goud | qu rt ?“ | 
At the cloſe of the lag — 00 
A plague of theſe * | — 108 

A buſy humble bee am I — 12 
All you that would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 127 
At now my bloom. comes on __ 131 
As tinker ing Tom e 

And canſt thou leave thy my 5 — 157 

Admiral 2 | — 173 

| Arway to the fields. — 18 

As 1 WS gang o'er r the le — 3213 


B 


: Behold this fair ir goblet — 
| Blue oy'd Nancy # — 


_ 


1 
Black ey'd Suſan 


BL, blow, thou winter's aid — — 
Behald from many a hoſtile More — 


C 


Come ye hours with bliſs replete 
Come ſing round thy favourite tree 


Come haſte to the weddin 
Cupid ged of ſoſt perſuaſion 


Caſt, my love, thin eyes around 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds 
Come B; ſtle, hu de, dr.nk about 
Come ye lads who w Hh to _ 
Ceaſe rude Boreas 

Come cheer up my lads 


Come jolly Bacchus, gal of wine 


* 
Dear Kathleen you, no doubt, 
Dermot praitles pretty chat 
Declare, my pretty maid 


| Donun the burn, Dævy love 
Dear Tom this brown jug 


— 
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Dear heart what à terrible life am [ cd , 


Do yon hear brother ſeortſman 


From the man ke I Ire 
Fair Kitty's charms 


——— 


104 
142 


1 
1 
4 
1 
1 
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Fair- Hebe left with a cantious defign 120 
Fly ſwiftly ye minutes, — 120 
From plowing the ocean, —P2, 155 
Farewell to the meauds *  — 209 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife | 210 
Fair Sally lav'd a bonny ſeaman — 212 
8 
Gentle i the Greenzwood fir w— 18 
Good ſeamen may all danger mock . 8 
Give Iſaac the nymph — 99 
Give round the word diſ unt 167 
Cuardian angels — 206 
Hard beats her heart — ig 
Her hair is like a golden clue 16 
Hark the leaf» w90d's e ſounding — 18 
| Hoxw happy the ſoldier whP lives on his pay 24 
Hark away ! tes the merry ton 'd horn 57 
How oft, Loui ſu KO — 6 
Re one —— - 67 
bw imperfe@ is expreſſion _ — 69 
Tow happy vere my days till now — — 107 
Her as tight a lud ty lee „ 122 
Hark the horn calls away — 124 
Fle comes, he comes, the hero comes | 126 
Floey 77 TONS he — 1 29 | 
Fi gentle was my Namon's air — — 134 
How m ch ſuperior beauty aẽ — 141 
Hixb little do the !undlmen know — 192 


Here's te the ma.d of baſhful ffteen BY. 


( viii) 


n for falletont feats | 2023 
 Hew nappy a ftate does a 9 poſſeſs 2086 
1 
In 2 Erove e en 13 
I travers'd Fudah's barren ſunds 15 
I wwonnot buckle too —— 43 
I truth can fix thy wav'ring heart = <2 
PII paſs no dull inglorivus life 85 
In the city of Phebus | — 95 


J could never lu ſtre ſee — 
J. ve fhould there meet a fond bi, — 1 
IF vou'-e not 199 proud 


if the heart of a man is depreſ?d with c care 161 


I avinnu marry any man 


In Facky Bull, when bound from France 01 
7 
hind «ki care I for mam or dad _ 34 
Let vnbit on fire thy mind — 42 
Let beauty with the fun ar ſe — 53 
Let others Damon's pra: ſe rehearſe Oy 166 
Let the gay ones and great | - 
4 n ot rage, thy boſom firing — 197 
Little muſes come and cry _—. 
. My 3 ts little Harry 8 | | ig - 1 
Muſt peace and pleaſure's melting flrain 20 


My name's Ted Blarney 


= My deareſt life, wert thou my wife 


| Now's thetime for mirth and cond 


Near a thick grove 


NON VET. PW WR 


| Once more PII tune the vocul ell | 
Oh ! how fhall I in language weah — 
'O ! never be one of thoſe /ad filly fellow 

Oons ! neighbour ne er blu ſi 3 


@ the days when I was young ! — 
5 
| Po! pox of this men. 


t is © 


1 tf, Danne when fair and g — 
My heart's my own, 1 y will is fre: — 


4 


Not you deareft maiden 


Now Phebus finketh in the weſt | — 
N:ght and day the anxious lber 
No nymph that trips ihe verdant plains 15 
Now the happy I not is yd 


Newer till mau J felt loves ſmart 1 — 


No floxw'r that blows is like this roſe 


O 


94 * a fimpleton was —: 


- Patiek is 4 + So 


8 
Sleep 0 on, Nleep 0 on, my Kathleen dear | 
Since love is the plan — 1: 
Since Kathleen has prov” 'd fo untrue _ 29 


Soon as the buſy day is ver 
Say's Colin tu me I we a thought in my head 74 


Sound the fife, beat the drum, — 
Some how my ſpindle I miſlaid i 92 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be wain r 
Save women and tuine l 
Since ev'ry charm on earth combine 146 
Shepherds, would you wiſh to pleaſe me 149 
Lince Hodge proves ungrateful ee 149 
Still in hopes to get the better — 152 
Say little foolifh flutt'ringthing | 212 
Fi 
The flag thre the fore ſt — — = | 
T he flaiae of love afſuages EY 
The twins of Latona, jo kind t» my bom. 22 
The meadows look chearful | | 23 
The wealthy fool, with gold in fore mg 
| Tho” late I wvas ſnug, plump, and folly 5 
77% Le xl. b 18 proud —— — "0 
The lowland lads In - 
T he ſun from the eaſt "$7 
The bonny fail 47 
'Tavas in the wind three leagues and more a8 - i 
T hurſday in the morn — 


There was a jelly miller once — 572 


| W.th tr-mb/ing di,? 


1 
Te he merry and wiſe — 
The lark's hr ll note | — 


39 


95 
'T was thus by the glare of fee ſcience berray'd 102 


The fife ard drum Vow ds merrily — 


T whiſlling ploy hun — 
Tue roaſt beef of old Hngland — 


This cold il: nty heart 


To eaſe his fs. and own his fame 
T he wanton god, 


T heſe ſpir.ts they'd make us to fear == 


This cold flinty heart Sms 
T he echoing horn — 
The wand'ring ſailwr — 
The duſty night — 
The bluſh of Aurara — 
V 
V. bow of love ſbould ever bind — 


— 3 WTIne 1 756 ery care 


Mile the Fay of the v. Lage 


When a ma'd in wayof marriage 3 
When late I wander d ver the plain — 
= hat @ lover is he 5 


Miſh me jay ye nymphs ard ſwains 


W ho thirſls for more knoæuledge — 
What a poor fimple cluæun — — 
Why how now miſs pert - — 


When you meet a tender creature 


103 
113 
119 
23 
128 
135 
175 
177 
183 
188 
189 
194 


6 
What a charming thing s a battle +7 0 <ms 
W-1' well, ſay no more | — 
Ind ym tafte the noon-tide air — 
When I wake with painful brow 


When the hated morning's light — 


„ben Sich ri ngs hot 
8 "= her blu ſhes dy d the cheeks of morn 


** hen ſumm r comes — 
.W hen Fanny blooming fur ——— 
Me be three poor mar nern ——— 


Where new mown hay 
A file I'm at the tavern quaſing — 

' Whilft happy is my native land 
When up to London firſt I came — 
Wien Brita ns firſt at Heaven's command 


R to keep — 
* 


. Fe pow rs Tho make Vi tue your c 
You now In your prie 7 7 = 
Ye far married dames © PR SIT I 


Youth's the ſeaſon made for joy — 


You gave me laſi week a yu linnet 
Young Lubin was a fepherd's boy 
Young Colm  —- 


Young I am, and "re atraid — 
1 | 8 . 5 
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TEMPLE of MIRTH, Ge. 


s ON 6 8, 


brag in | ROBIN HOOD, or SHERWOOD 
| FOREST. 9 85 
G EB: 


N Sherwood's grove, 
3 The ſweets of love, 
We'll EN and drink till we're mellow ; 5 
With dimpled ſmiles, 
Sly winks and wiles. 
Each laſs will pleaſe her fellow, 
9 Ranting, 
PFlanting, 
-.- Gay gallanting, 
Jauch ſport the like ne'er ſeen O! 
1 Hey down derry, derry, 
N Merry maids and archers, 
Tripping it on the green O.— 


3 


1 
Te power's who make virtue your care, 
F O bend from your bowers above ; 
Say, why ſhould diſtreſs and deſpair 
i Be the conſtant attendants on love? 


Should war with its wide-ſpreading force, 
Of nations the ſcourge and the curſe, 

To ten-fold its rage be encreas'd, | 
The tormnents of lovers are worſe. 


Ye pow'rs who make virtue your care, 
O bend from your bowers above; 
Sav, why ſhould diſtreſs and deſpair 
Be the conſtant attendants on love ? 
. >< Doh dat 


. 


The ftag through the foreſt when rous'd by the 


horn, | 


Sore ſrighted, high bounding, flies wretched, 


forlorn; 


in view, 8 


Speed doubles, ſpeed doubles, they eager purſue. 
Forgetting paſt evils, with ſreedom he roves. 


The ſhaft ſtill remains, and deſpairing he dies, 


Quick panting, heart burſting, the hounds now 


But *ſcaping the hunters, again through the grove's 


Nat ſo in his ſoul, who from tyrant Love flies, 


Os ed rw Nt 


1 
A I R. 


Hard beats her heart, ber eyes pour tears, 
Corroding grief conſumes her years; 

No more ſhe ſports with damſels gay, 

But mourns in pennance night and dey. 
Love makes her happy for a while. | 
And then, like thee, ſhe'i] chearful ſmile ; 
But ſoon the willow binds her head 

She mourns a lover from her fled. 


eee 
„% 1A 
I travers d Judah's barreg ſand, 
A: Beauty's altar o; 


But there the Turk had {il the lan !, 
Aud Sion's daughters were no more. 


Ki | The wanton look. ir 5 ering . 
v Where conitanej is never nigh, 
. From thence to tar & *> here 


Iurg'd my rerer-cceſog ve), 
#.rd to |] nretta's fer ple Eve 
A mird devoted fei to prov 


( 16 ) 
But there too Superſtition's hand 
Had fickli'd ev'ry feature o'er, 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 
Where beauty hills the weſtern ſhore ; 


Where Hymen with cœleſtial pow'r 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn, 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſhers in each happy morn. 


Ye daughters of old Albion's ifle, 
Where'er I go, where'er I tray, 
O, Charity's ſweet children, ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way ! 


— 246 0246 So 
4 1 n 


Her hair is like a golden clue, 
Drawn from Minerva's loom: 
Her lips carnations dropping dew, 

Her breath is a perfume. 


Her brow is like the mountain ſnow, 
Gilt by the morning beam : | 

Her cheeks like living roſes blow, 

Her eyes like azure ftream. 


Adieu my ſriend, be me forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd; 
But may that happinefs be thine, 


11 
A 1 k 


. — 


As burns the charger when he hears 
The trumpet's martial ſound ; 
Eager to ſcour the field he rears, 
And ſpurns th' indented ground, 
He ſnuffs the air, erects his flowing mane, 
Scents the big war, and ſweeps along the plain. 
Inpatient thus my ardent ſoul | 
Bounds forth on wings of wind, 
And ſpurns the moments as they roll 
With lagging pace behind. 


KK 
A 


The flame of love aſſuages 

When once it is reveal'd ; 
But kercer ſtill it rages 
The more it is concealed. 3 


Conſenting makes it colder, 
When met it will retreat; | 

Repulſes make it bolder, «0 
And dangers makes it ſweet. 


( 18 ) 
* Go SE: 


Hark the leaſy woods reſounding 
Fcho to the Bugle-horn ; | 

Sw:f: the ſtag with vigour bounding, 
Leaps tne break, and clears the thorn. 


Ev'rv art his cunning trying, 
Shafts arreſt his eager flight; 
High he leaps, the hounds full crying, 
Now he's vaniſh'd from our fight. 


Twanging bows with death purſuing, 
| Now herears and turns his head, 
Bays the dogs; but nought from ruin, 


Nought can ſave— be falls—he's dead! 55 


Sound the horn, kuzxa in chorus, 
| We are free ſrom care, my boys; 
Rural pleaſure lie before us, 


Health, and length, and ſtrength of joy. 15 


7 
* 4 1 * 


Gently burns the greenwood fire, 
Lay the veniſon down to roaſt, 

Prefs it quickly I defire, 

Ila the ripping put a toaft: 

Hark! I hear the jack go round; 

O the veniſon's nicely brown'd ! 


1 
Green-zeeſe, Cucklings, ju cy meat ; 


 Capon, wdgeon, par ge, quail, 

\ Pies, tarts, dump hn, pudntn, ſweet, 
' Peas and beans, and butier'd kale 
Spices hunger to creu'e, 

O ye Gods! how I ſhould eat! 


On the table dinner lies, 
| See the charming white and red; 
Cut it up, the gravy flex, 
On the ſweeteſt grats i fed. 
Hark! I hear the jack g round, 
Oh the veniſon's nicely vrown'd ! 


See they ſpread the lilly cloth, | 
Knives are ſharp and forks are clean; 
Pickles crifp, and fa!lads both 

No appear fo ſreſh and green. 

With ſtrong be-r, oid ale and wine, 

O ye gods how I ſhould dine! 


<< * 4 J>< I> 44 * 
$ O N 8. 


Jung in the C:file of Andaluſia. 


\OME, ve hours, with bliſs replete, 
gear nie to Victoria's feet; 
Cheerleſs winter muſt I prove 
Abſent from the maid | love ; 

ut the joys our meedings bring 


She che zlad return of ſpring. 
| 5 8 a 
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s ON G8. 


Sung in the Poon SOLDIERS. 
Tune Ulcien and Ha Oh! 


a lt 1. 1 


LEEP on, FR on, my Kathleen dear. 

May peace poſſeſs thy breaft ; 

Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Diepriv'd of peace and reſt. 

The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks 

Thoſe joys are none to me ; 

Tho' fleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
Ton none but love and thee. 


Dear Kathleen, you, no 1 
Find ſleep how very ſweet lis, 


Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 


Ten never dream how late tis. 
This morning gay, 
1 ] poſt away, 
| To ha ve with you a bit of play, 
N On two legs rid, 
| Along to bid, 
ood Morrow 12 1 uf night-eap. 


1 


Laſt night a little bowzy, 
With whiſkey, ale, or cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowſey, 
To let me fit beſide her 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as floes, 
The little gipſey cock'd her noſe. 
Yet here I've rid, 
Along to bid 
| Good morrow to your night-cap. 


? F 28} 


—— de dps 
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Sinee love is the plan, 
I'll love if I can 
Zut firſt let me tell you what ſort 4 a man ; 
f Ia addreſs how compleat, 
wo. And in dreſs ſpruce and neat, 

No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet ; 

f Not dull, nor too witty 

His eyes [il think pretty, 

If ſparkling wich pleaſure wherever we meet. 


Tho? gentle 1 be, 
His man he ſhall ſee | 
Let never be conquer'd by any but me. 
In a ſong bear a bob, 
| | In a dak a hob-nob, — 
os Fe drink of A rea ſon his . ne'er rob, 
| This is my fancy | 
| If ſuch a man can ſee, 
iP im bis if he” s mine ; until then I am free. 


1 
G 
: 
Aa 
| 
| 
| S 
; 
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The twins cf Latona, fo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe 19 partake a the chaſe k 

Ar Sol lendsa ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And (mile t9 the ſmiles of her face. 

Fir he 5 delight in, the bright queen q 


love, 
W. | mertle- my wer ſhall adorn ; 
Whi'e Pin breoks his charter, and ftulks in th 
rove, 


Facet! by ike found of the hers. 
The dogs are ur coupled, and ſweet are thei 
cry, | | 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet echo's reply; {+ 


Hark forward, my honies, the game is in view, 


But love is the game that | with to purſue. 


out, 
His ſentence [fe hears in the gale! 
Yet flies, ill, entangled in fears ard in doubts, 
His courage and conftancy fl. 
zurrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of bis fear; 
With antlers cr- gt, a while ſtands at bay, 
Then furrenders bis liſe with a tear, 


The flag from his chamber of woodbine peep: 


The meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly 
ling, 


So gaily they carrol the praiſes of ſprin! g. 


Tho? nature rejoices, poor Norah ſhall mourn ; 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay 8 


Nor lure her fond Patrick from Norah's fond 


arins z 


T bo? ſattins and ridbands, and laces are fine. 


They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine, 
IJ><S << ddqS Det oþd. 
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Nor you deareft maiden, the pride of the village, 
The town and its pleaſures freely reſign ; 


Delights ſpring from labour, and ſcience from 


nllage, 

Where love, peace, and innocence ſweetly 
combine ; "RE | 

Soft tender affections what bliſs in poſſeſſing! 
How bleſt when tis love that ſecures us = 
bleſſing ! 


Careſs'd ah, what rapture in mutual carreſſing, 


What joy can I with for, way þ Nouns: but 
Dine t = | 7 


. 
The heart of gay faſhion, with ſplendor invite | 


us, | | 
Where luxury, pride, and her follies attend ; 
The banquet of reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 
How ſweet the enjoyment, when ſhar'd with 

a friend. 4 


Be thou that dear friend, then, my comfort, my | - 


pleaſure. 
A look is my ſun-ſhine, a {mile is my treaſure, 


Thy lyre is conſenting, give joy beyond meaſure, 


A rapture ſo perfect, what joy can tranſcend ! 


3><E >< D><E dv><Es 


1 
Tune. The little Houſe under the Hill. 


How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 


And ſpends half-a crown out of fix perce a day! 


Yet fears neither juſtices warrants and bums, 
But pays all his debts with a roll of his drums. 
TE © VPitli a row de-dow, &c. 


 Heeares not a marvedy how the world goes. ; 


The King finds him quarters, and money, and 
55 F . | 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 


And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 


With a.row de-dow, kc, | 


1 
The drum is his glory, his joy and delight ; 


55 I! leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight 
v4 No gil when ſhe hears it, tho' ever (+ glum, 
24 But packs up her tatters, and follows the i!\rum 
us, h de-doww, & 
iC With a row- w, &c, 
4 3 
RO opp Ie > EG dee pm 


a 1 x. VIII. 


be wealthy fool, with gold in ſtore, 
Wh ſtill cefire to grow * cher, 
Give me but health, | aſk no more, 
My little * my friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo 5 20 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
(I know not what ean thus bewitch her) 
\W ith all my heart: can I be poor, 
Wich my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher 
My friend, Ec. 


ay! | 55 r 
% 


Tune There aus a School Miſtreſs in Limerick 7 | 


Tho' late, I was ſnug, plump, and jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod; 5 
Oh! I'm afraid that this ſame melancholy, 
Will ſoon leave me under the fod. 
&c, | Dootherum, doodleadgity, nadgety, tragedy, rum, 
| Goofterum, foodle dgitys fd $etY, nidgity, mum. 


"IWF" 
Oh! Kathaleen, why would you flont me, 
A boy chat is coſey and warm, 
Has every thing decent about me, 


My ſnug little cabbin and farm. 
Dootherum, &e. 


4 


1 
bs 
* 
2 
8 


| | | 8 
What tho” I have not ſav'd mnch money, : 
No duns in my chamber attend, 
A ſunday I ride on my poney 
And fiill have a bit for a friend 

7 Dootherum, & e. 


f ̃ue cock courts his hens all around me, 


S — 
— A — 


The ſparrow, the pidgeon, and dove; 

Oh ! how all this courtſhip confounds me 

Far want of the girl that I love! . 
| 1 . Dootherum, &c. 


n 1 

Tuo Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bow'rs, | 
Its clear falling waters, and murmuring ca'cades, | ; 
Its groves cf {weet myrtle, its beds of ſwee! flow'rs * 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd and its neat pretty maids, 
As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 

| In praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong; 
Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms —_ L 


Dis Norah, dear Norah, the theme ef my ſong. 8 
e | 95 TR :” Þ 


{YL 


1 
| 
l 


"A 89-3 
| Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and new 
boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at the ball, with their ſunday new ſuits 
5 
Lac'd waiſtcoats, white gloves, and their ne- 
powder'd hair. 


Poor Pat, while ſo bleſs'd in his mean bumble 


ke. 


ſtation, | 


For go'd, or for acres he never ſhall beg 4 


One tweet ſmile can give him the wealth of the 


Ke. 


w'rs, 
ade. 
ow'rs. 
aids, 
pſt of, | 
rong; 

ö =] 
ſong. 
; 


nation 


From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 
AIR, xt. 


| You know Pm m your prieſt, and your conſciencs 
is mine, 
| But if you grow wicked its not a good ſign ; 
So leave off your raking and marry a wife: 
And then, my dear Darby, your ſ«-ii!ed for life. 
Sing Ballynamony, Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me, 


| The banns being publiſhed, to chapel we ge. 
The bride and her W Haogeh in coats white as | 
ſnow, 


So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh you look, 


You out with your ring, and I pul} mw my bouk 
| Sing. 8 KC. | 


Lips as iweet as ſugar candy; 


| Oy $ _— $ a jumping. 


1 
T thumb out the place, and then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and the whiſpers bey. 


: 
r 
ö 


You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 


I ſhut up my bock, and I pocket your gold. 
Sing ac. 
The ſnug little guinea for me. 


<4e >>0i4e: Bu oe don oe ods 
ak. I. 


Dermot prattles pretty chat, 


| Darby 2 5 like any Oven, 


| Der mots neat from thoe to bat, 
Darby s but a dirty floven 

Lout looby 

Sil! a doo. 

Come no more 19 me a courting 

Oh was my dear, 

My D. mp here 

With all his love and gay ſporting. 


Dermot's teeth are white as egg. 


Then he has ſuch a hand ſome leg, 
N 8 Is knocker-kneed and bandy | 
Lowut bunby, & CE. 


' Dermot walks a comely pace, 
Derby, like an aſs, zoes Humping; 
D:rmo: dances with ſuch grace, 


Lout booby, Ce. 


— 4. 


me. 


(- 29--) 
a 1 R. XIII. 
(Tune Dll have a wife of my own.) | 


Since Kathleen has prav'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby, oh, what can you do? 


No longer 11 ſtay here a clown, 


I'll drefs, and P 


But ſell off, and 7 to town; 
[1 ſtrut with an air, 


The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great a daſh, 


But how for to compaſs the caſh ! 
At gaming, perhaps, | may win; 


Wich cards I may take the flats in, 


Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick d: 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick d. 


But firſt for to get a eat name, 
A duel eſtabliſh my fame; 


To my man then a challenge P11 write! 
But firſt VII be ſure he won't fight. 


„ Ke. ; 


We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 


Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball 


A3 


S O N 6. 


gen The Way to keep Him. 


ar married dames, who ſo often deplore 

lat a lover once bleſe'd isa lover no more, | 

1 *5 mv counſel, nor bluſh to be tau, 

ha Prudence mutt cher ah vehat Beauty hue 
caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the {ance f 
your ey*, 
Your roſes and lies may mole the men figh : 
But roſes and lilies, and TEAE pat: : aws 


» 


Ard aſſlon will die as vor beau les decay. 
b ö 


Uſe the man that ied ike vorr fay'r: ite gui! 
Tho! muſie in borh. hey ire bub apt tony; 
Tow tun ful and (oft run On licate tones 
Not handled too roughly, nor pd on too iu⁰ε ! 


The fparrower 1! not wt feed Fram wont han, 


Grow tene by your kt Crets, and come at com- 


mand, 
ert with vour brand the enn a- * fc. 
For kear's, like your via ds, may be tan to _ 1 
| * il 


e gay anc good - -humov?r* l, compieingand zd, 
Turn the ehſet of yeur care from your luce to your | 
mind, | N 

Tis there that a wiſe max her conqueſts imprave, 


And en ſhall rivet the Seiters of lore. 


1 
S 0 MN - © 
The HONEST FELLOW. 


Mo! pox of this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
P And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, what a 
| rout ? | 

Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finiea! {cps plav the fool and the ape; 


They dare rut confide in the juice of the grape: 
But we, honeſt f-HNows —fdeath! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 
Of pwing, MC. 


- 


1 wine, only wire, that t. true pleaſure bellows; ; 


Our j ys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old uſe to ling, 
The man that is drunk is as great as a . 


The man, Cc. 


If Ov pid: "faults rou, there's 1 for his tricks); 
A-acreon's caſes ſee, page twendy-ſix; 


The vrecedent's glorious, ard juſt by. my ſoul ; 


ay hold on. 325 drown the young * in a bowl 5 
L ay hold, | 


What's life hut a bene a Tang and a kak} | 
My toaſt hall be this, whilſt Ive liquor to quaff; 
Mxy nuth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
Boye, f up a bumper, and let it go round, 


Toy: , full «A a bumper, aad let it go round. 


B 
$ 0 N 6. 
The Union of Love and Wine, 


W woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. | 
Each helping the ot her, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new fl of ſpirits enliven my ſoul; 

Each helping the other, &c. | 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

| ever ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

] eare not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Le:'cm have their own humour and I will have mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes ignore, 
"Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love: 
And Venus ne&er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 


As when mars bound his head with a branch from, 


the vine, 


Then come my dear charmer, thou nymph half | 


| divine, 5 f 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 
wines... -:- | 5 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 


My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, _ 
My bottle III break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


IE nt * Kiel : . 


Lg | 


1 s hr an ww 


; = - 
1 — a 4 « 3 * 1 | * » 
R oo 3 \ < . 


My name is little Harry-O, 
Marv] will marry-O 
5 ſpire of Nell, or I'abel, 
Pil follow my own vagary-O. 
With my rigdum jigdum airy-O, 
I love Intle Mary-O, 
In ſpire of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 
Pil follow my own vagary-O. 


Smart ſhe is and bonny-O, 
Sweet as ſugar candy-O ; 
Fre ſh 2: ad gay, 
As flow'rs in May. 
Ard I'm her Jack-a-dandy- 0. 
FER my, Ee. 


Soon to tho cht d I'll have her-O, 
Where we'll wed :oz*ther-O ; 
And that, that done, 
Then well!! have fun, 
In ſpire of wind and weather-O. 
With my rig lum ſigdum airy-O, 
I love litte Mary-O; 
In ſpite of Nell, 
| Or If. . 
I'Il follow my own v gary-O. 


SS 
. $ O N 6. 


THE CHARMING FELLOW, 


Tung by Mrs. Hitchcock, in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


ORD, what care | for mam or dad? 
Why let 'em ſcold and bellow; 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 

He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day, on yonder = 


The fair was over night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow: 

Says he, my dear, Tl ſee you home; 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my ſweeteſt Nello, _ 
PI! kiſs you here by this good light. 

Lord, what a charming fellow ! 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath! 

Ye bells ring out my knello : „ 
Again I'd die 55 ſweet a death 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


JO" 1 * r Ws.» 
cc. er 
* 
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No greater joy Ill e er pretend, 


G leamen may all 3 mock, 


*s 
$'0 N 6. 


HH lowland lads think they are fine, 
＋ But O they're vain and idly gaudy; 
How much unlike the graccful mien, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie. 
O my bonny highland laddie ; 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heav'n ſtill guard, and love reward, 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddie. 


If 1 were free at will to chuſe 

To be the wealthieft lowland lady; 

I'd take young Donald in his trews, 

With bonnet blue and belted pladdie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Than that his love prove true 590 ſteady 73 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


While heav'n preſerves my — laddie. 
0 my bonny, &c. 


prot Sor undue. 
8 O N G. 


No ſtorm can Gcverwhelm ! 
The gunner to the linſtock, 
The maſter to the helm ! 


Second me well, with me unite, 
Repeat my ſignals true! 
Bear down upon the foe and fight, 

You're ſure to cenquer too FE 


191 


s O NG. 


When PRITAIN's SILVLR TRUMPET Sound, | 


gf in lads contended for my heart, 
Each boaſted diff*rent charms and grace; 
Young Hal could ſing with taſte and art, 
Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace ; 

Blith Willy was a ſoldier brave, 

Who fear'd not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love toſave, | 

When Britain's filver trumpet ſounds. 


Now fear is rouz'd by wars alarms, 
And threat'nirg foes each hour ariſe: 
I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, 
And maſter Jemmy I deſpiſe: 
I love my Willy, bold and g ol 
He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 


His country or his love to ſave, 


8 Britain's ſilver trumpet ſound. 


Is piping times of peace, a a beau, 
Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ ; 
But row, while threat'ned by each foe, 
3 We wiſe, and throw away the toy : 
Take my advice, love him that's * 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds ; 
So may your ſmiles your country fave, 
_ While Britain's ſilver trumpet ſounds, 


4 1 W. ld 


A HUNTING SONG, 


HE fun from the eaſt tips the mountain 
with gold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drop 
behold 3 | s 
The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheerſul ſummons rebukes our de- 
Þ$ e | _ 
Witk the t of the field there's no pleaſure 
| can vie, 


While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry, 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlaves of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
court : - e 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, | 
But innocence ſtil] gives a zeſt to our joy. 

With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree z 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſ- FEED 
. a | 


g 1 
With the ſports of the field, &. 


1 38 ] 
The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artſu} coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. | 
With the ſports of the field, &c. | 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 

All the bleſſing we fk. is the bleſſing of health; 

With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands 

to roam, . 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 
can vie, | OS 

While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


EF 
8 O0 N G. 
Sung in the Beggars Opera. 


Jour, the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 5 


She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay. 
0 While we may, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis d in decay 
Youth's the ſeaſon, c 


7 


[9] 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow ; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow, 
Dance and fing, 
| Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring, 
* us drink, * 


— 
Oo N 6. 


Jung in » de Maid id of te Oaks. 


CoM fing round. my fi vourite tree, 


Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove ; 


_ *Twas the Ree of my ſhepherd and me, 


And the bank f is a record of love. 


Reclin'd on \ the turf, by my y fide; 

le tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; 

L only with bluſhes reply'd, 

And the WR" fill'd 5 the pauſe. 
B 2 


1 0-3 


$ ON G, 
dung in the Jub il. 


EHOLD this fair goblet, twas carv'd from 
the ire. 
Which, oh! my fweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee ; 

As a relic | kiſs it, and bow at thy 1 
What comes from th hard muſt be ever divine, 
All ſhall vie}4 10 the mulberry tree; 

Bend to thee 
Bleſo'd mulberry; 
Matches was he | 
'Tha' planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


| Ye trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and hi 1 
Who ſpread round your branches, r. heads 
ſweep the ſky; | 
Ye curious ex2tics, whom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices fo dear : 
All {hall yield, &c. 


| "The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 

| Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt: 
Of the fir we make os; there are N that 
fight, 
But one, *. one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


3 08-3 

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in frun-irces, and Flu i fr urs 
The Garden of Shake/peare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of fluwr's, and the fairett of 
fruit. EY | 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


Wich learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 
| birch | 

Supplies law and phyſic, and poo for the church; 

But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

He gives the beſt pbyfic for body and mind. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


The fame of ihe patron gives fame to the trees 
From him and hi- merits this ta kes its degree: 
Give Phebus and Pacchus heir laurel and vine, 
The tree f our Shuke/peare is ſtill more divine. 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
ay, 5 | : 

More rap ure than wine to the heart can convey ; 

So the tree which be planted by making his own, 

Has the [-vrel and bays and the wine all in one. 
All ſhall yield, ce. 


Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
1 2 folly and faſhion a charm Jet it be; 
2 's fill to the planter a cup to the brim, 
To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, 15 1 en 
Skis n 


4a! 
S O N G, 
oN AMBITION. 


„ ET ambition fire thy mind; | 


„Thou wert born o'er men to reign, | 


Not to follow flocks defign'd : 

Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 
Crowns Vl throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in circling joys ſhall meet. 

Which way Cer thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright: 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 

Thou ſhalt only know delight; 

All the joy, but not the care. 


; Shepherd, if thow'lt yield the prize 
Por the bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful TI aſcend the ſkies, 
: — thou ſhalt reign below. 


* 2 * „. * * 


121 
S 0 N G. 
I wornor BUCKLE TOO. 


WAS within a mile of Edinburgh town, 
= 4 In the roſy time of the year, 
Sweet lav'rocks bloom'd ard the graſs was down, 
And each ſhepherd woo'd his dear: 
Bonny Jockey blithe and gay 
_ Kiſgd ſweet Jenny making hay; 
The Laſſy bluſh'd, and frowning cry'd, no, no, it 
will not do, 
Jenn, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, munnot buckle 
SS too. 


Jockey was a wag that never would wed, 
Tho' long he had follow'd the laſs; 
Contented the earn'd and eat her n bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs : 
Bonny Jockey bli he ard free 
Won her heart right merrily, 
Yet ſtill ſhe bluſh'd, and W "7 'd, no, no 
it will not do. 


But when he w's be would * hawks bride, : 
Tho' his flocks and herds were not few; 
She gave him her hand an a kiſs beſide, 
And vow'd ſhe'd ever be true: 
Bonny Jockey blithe and free 
Won her heart right merrily, 85 
At church ſhe no more frowning ery'd, no, no, u 
will not do. 


34 
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THE VICAR AND MOSES. 


T the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext, of 
courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
O'cr a jorum of nappy, 
Quite pleaſant and happy, was plac'd this cano- 
nical ſot. 


Tol 4 , derol tidol, didol. 


The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 

With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion, 

Fir ſtrok'd his cravat, then twir'ld round his 
| har, 


And bowing, preferr'd his petition. 


I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 

Tointer a poor baby, with as much {pced as may be; 
And Vil walk with the lanthron Cefore you. 


| The bedy we'll bury, bur pray wherc's the hurry? 

3 Wy ſord, S'r. the corpſe it doe stay! 

You fool. hold your peace, fince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. 


ken Moſes, he wild, fag Sir, Cmall child, 
Cannot long del y Your intent! 6; 

Why that's true, by S' Paul, a child that i 15 ; ſmall, 
Can never ealarg ze it dimenſions. 


(45 -] 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d'ye 


hear, 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor, 
Come Moſes, the King, 'tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a —_— ſhould be but a Vicar. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, 'tis s paſt twelve o'clock, 


. Befides there's a terrible ſhower : 
Why Moſes, you elf, fince the clock has ſtruck 
twelve, 
_ I'm fure it can never firike more. 


Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſtay ard to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corple, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, 
that's plain, 


] But * you or ] may take cold. 


„ Then Moſes we nt on, Sir, the clock bs truck one! 


Pray maſt-r look up at the bard, 
Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for 0 55—!i hat can't ſtand. | 


At length bat ara 5 cloak. 01d e took, 
But enn, 8 bis jaw with a quid; 


Each tipt off a gi], for fear they ſhould n. 


And then SE 4 away ſide by fide. 


When come to the grave, the clerk ks a e 


Whilft the furplice was wrapp'd round the 
Prieft, 


4 Whereſo droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 


That the pariſh till talk of the jeſt, 


v 46 ] 
Good 8 let's pray, put the corpſe Yother 


> 
Me 
$4 

* 
1 

o 

F pe 

* 


ways 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, 
Tis beſt to take care, tho” the ſages declare, 
A mortuum n caput can t tremble. 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the 
leaPs torn, 

Oh! man that is born of a woman, — 

Can't continue an hour, but is cut down like 4 

flower, a 


| You fee Moſes—death ſpareth no man! 


Here Moſes do look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, | 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this * ſhould print for the crown. | 


Prithee Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, | 
And bury the corpſe in my ſtead, a 
(Amen, Amen.) 
Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold ſtill your | 
tongue, 
You've taken the tail for the head. 


0 where's thy fling death {—put the corpſe in | 
the earth, * 
For believe me tis terrible weather, 
80 the corpſe was interr'd without praying 1 
„ 
* away they both 6 e 


= N tel 


S 


f 
7 
5 
; 
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THE BONNY SAILOR, 


Y bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My heart is now with him at ſea ; 

I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 

Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
I with to hear what gl--riovs toils, 

What dangers he has undergone; 
What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils, 

From France and Spain my ſailor's won, 


A thouſand terror: child my breaſt, . 


When fancy brought the foe in view ; 
And day and night Pve had no reſt, 

Leſt ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew; 
Brir g, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
. Rip at anchor may I ſee; 
Three years are ſure enough to gam, 

Too long for one who loves like me. 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, 
His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright; 
But ſtill Nl own my charming man, | 
And run to meet him when in fight: 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 
No weather can make that look old 
Tho? alter'd were his face and eyes, 


u love my jolly failon, bold. 


48 ] 
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Sung in nn. 


Va OU gave me laſt wok a young linnet, 
Sur up in a fine golden cage; 
Vet how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Oh how d:d it flutter and rage! f 
Ihen he mop'd and pin'd; 
| That his wings were e 
„Tin 1 oper'd the door of his den; 
"Ther ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was fre, 
He came to his cage back again. 


<< oppo eds 1223 Þto 


$0 N 6. 


Sung 1 the Valloone 


T8 up the wind, three leagues and n. ore, 


We [pv 'd a lofiv fail ; 
4 your cop-eallent fails my boys, 
And clolely hug the gale: 
Nine knots the nimble Milford ran, 
Thus. thus ! the maſter ery'd - 
Hull up, ſhe rais'd the chace in view, 


+ And ſoon was fide by fide, 


PRADA © 
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Dowſe your Dutch Enſign! up St. George! 
To quarters, now all hands; 
With lighted match, beſide his gun, 
F ch Britiſh warrior ſtands. 
Give fire, our gallant Captain cries ; 
Tis done, the cannons roar; 
Stand clear, Monfieurs, digeſt theſe pills, 
And then we'll ſend you more. 


Your French Jack ſhivers in the wind, 

Its lilies all look pale; 

Down it muſt come, it muſt come down, 
For Britons will prevail ; 

Rak'd fore and aſt, her ſhatter'd hull 

Lets in the briry flood; 

Her decks are carrag'd with the lain, 
Her ſcuppers ſtream with blood. 

Our chain-ſhot whiſtles in the wind, 
Our grape deſcends like bal] ; 

Huzza, my ſouls! three cheering ſhouts— 

French hearts begin to quail ; | 


5 And ſee, lis done —ſlſie ftrikes, the yields, 


Down, haughty flag of France! 
Now board her, boys, and on her ſtaff 
The Engliſh eroſs advance. 


There let it ever fly, my hearts, 
To awe theſe Gallic ſlaves ; 


Jo freely tofs the cann about, 


For Britens rule the waves 
There let it ever fly, &c. &c. 


"91 
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RECITATIVE. 


ITH rrembling, voice, with fond, tho 
timid lay, | 

Beneath theſe ſhades, I make my firſt eſſay; 

An humble ſuppliant, favour to implore, 

Alas! your former favourite is no more! 

On this glad ſpot, he tun'd his early fong, 


Cheer'd by your foſt'ring ſmiles, he tun'd it long; 
While life remain'd, your Vernon charm'd your 


„ 
And his laſt grateful notes were echo'd here! 


AIX. 


While fraught with fancy, mirth, and . 
His genius did our cares beguile : 

Shall we not drop a tear for him, 

Who oft for us hath rais'd a ſmile 4 


So jovial he join'd in n the catch, 

So lively appear'd, and ſo mellow; 
With © Stop thieſ—V've loſt my watch—” 
Or “ Sir you're a comical fellow.” 


But well you rewarded his ſong, ; 
And highly you honour'd his cauſe ; 

Attending each night in gh 

And giving unbounded applauſe. 
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KECITIATIVE. 


Then let me hope indulgence till to ſhare; 

If leſs my merit greater be my care: 
Tho' hard the taſk, that taſk you'll kindly feel; 
And, for deſert, accept unwearied zeal. 


AIR, 


Tis your's to take a friendly part, 
And call new talents forth; 

SGood- nature {ways the Britiſh heart, 

And candour ſtamps its worth. 


No force that goodneſs can depoſe, 
Tho! riſe the world in arms; 

Not millions of ſurrounding foes 
Can wound its native charms. 


BBlritannia's children, brave and fair 
Mu.iſtaken 2 al forgive: 
The errors of the bead will ſpare, | 

And bid the culprit live. 


$o conqueſt vet ſhall crown your toll, 
The meed which virtue brings; 
For where ſoft pity dews the ſoil, 
Undaunted valour ſprings. 
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SONG, 


Sung in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


MO, amas, 
I love 2 laſs, 
As a cedar tall and flender ; 
Sweet cowfſlips grace 
Is her nom'tive cafe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender, 


CHORUS. 


5 Rorum 1 

Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum? 

7 1 band, 
ag rag, merry erry, perry and hat 

- , hor, 232 . 


Can I decline 
A nymph devine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis; 
| 4 Her oculus bright, 
| 35 Her manus white. 
- And ſoft, when 1 her pulſe is. 


— — 


5 Fru earum, ds 


E 433-1 


[| Oh, how bella 
My puella ! 
Pll kiſs ſecula ſeculorum : | 
If l've luck, Sir, 
She's mv uxor, 
O dies benididorum 
Rorurs corum, &c. 


3. 0D 0 © 
A NAVAL zone, | 


"HURSDAY in the morn, the nineteenth of 
May, | 
| Recorded be tor ever the famous er te, 
{| Brave Ruff-I] did diſcern by dzwn of day, 
Ahe lot y fails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
 Leiflya culverin, a ſignal for the line: 
Let every man ſupply his gun: 
Follow me, and you'll ſee, 


That the battle will un be begun. 


Fele on the main triumphant roll'd, : 
To meet the gallant Ruſſell in combat on the 
| | deep, 
| He led a roble train of heroes bold, 
Io ſiak the Engliſh admiral and his fleet : 


E 1 

Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight”; begun, the ſea 1s all on fire; 
And mighty fate ſtood looking on, 

_ Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 

Fill'd the ſcuppers of the riſing ſun. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, andefire, diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 
ſhore : 5 
Their regulated band ſtood trembling near, 
To lee their lofty ſtreamers now no more: 
At fix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victor led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror equal reign : | 
Now they cry, run or die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


See they fly amaz'd thro? rocks and ſands, 
One ge they graſp at to ſhun the greater 
Late; - 5 1 
In vain they ery for aid to weeping lands, 
The nymphs and ſea- gods mourn their loft 
| eſtate; 5 5 . | 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling rifing ſun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun : 
Enough, though mighty god of war! 
Now we ſing, bleſs the king, ; 
Let us drink to ev'ry Englith tar. 
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: Sung in the Quaker, 


ILE the lads of the village ſhall merrily ab! 
Sound the tabors, Il hand thee along, 
And | fay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and Iwill be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. 


Juſt this, when the ſwains who laſt year won the 
dow E | 
With his mates ſhall the ſports hers bein, 


When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from | 


each bow', | 
And thou long' ſt in thy heart to make one. 
| While the _ &c. 


_ Thoſe j javs which are lende what mortal can 
blame? | 
"Tis my naxim, that youth ſhould be free; 
Andi te pr've that my words and my deeds are the 
ſame, 
Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee. 
| While the wy &c. 


($63 
$ © N 6. 
THE PLEASURES OF THE CRACE. 


Hb. hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale: 
With clam'rons peals the hills reſound, 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And * the fragrant gale. 


| Ne ates, nor- hedges can impede 
The . high- mertÞ'd ſtarting fteed, 
The jovial pack purſue ; ; . 
Like lighening darting o'er the plains 
The diftant-hil- with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare 6 = 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while ſor breath ; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunts deſcry'd, her fate is FOO. 
She ſees opprontiing death. 


Directed by the 6 33 7 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 


Till echo reads the ſkies. 
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THE JOVIAL MUNTSMEN. 


ARK ! away! 'tis the merry ton'd horn 

Calls the hunters all up with the morn: 

To the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


CHORUS or HUNTSMEN, 


And all the day long, 
This, this is our ſong; 
Still hollowing 
And following, 
8⁰ frolic and free; | 
Our joys. know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth a are {9 Kappy as We. 


Round the 3 when we beat, how we glow, | 
- While the hills they all echo, hillo; 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies. 
Sa And all the day long, . 


| When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
. the health- breathing mountain ſublime, 
hat a joy from our labours we feel; _ 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the Foy _ &c. 


5 1 

At night when nur labor is done, 

T5 w- wil! 8 h. ou ing home, 

Wir! 4 hallo, ball-, and a hvzz., 

Reſolving o meet be next day, + 
And all he day long, &ec, 


$ O NG: 


SHAKE SPEARR'S GARLAND. 
1 * in the Jubilee. 


| Lr beauty with the ſun ariſe, 
| To Shakeſpeare 'ribute pay, 


With heavenly {miles and ſpeaking eyes, 


Give grace and luſtre to the —— 


Fach ſmile ſhe gives 3 his name, 

What face ſhall dare ro frowr ? 
Not envy's {elf can blaſt the fame, 

Which beauty deigns to crown. 


Sh 
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S O N 6, 


Sung in he Maid of the aul 


WW HEN a maid, in way of marriage, 


Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f myhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still the ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 
But the parſon comes in fight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo, 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And the quickly buckles to. 


<& og dd edu dB. 
$0NG, 
$8 ung in the Chaplet, | 


Des, my pretty maid, 

Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
With you Pll 8 PII kiſs and play; 

But * if! e if marry, Ve. 


F | 

Then ſpeak your mind at once w = 

Nor Fe me longer tarry : | 1 
With you l'Il toy, I'll ki's and play; 

But hang me if 1 . 


With you, &c. 4 
Tho? charms and wit t affail, 
The ſtroke I w-'! can parry: . 
I love to kifs, to toy and p oy; 0 
But do not chooſe to marry. V 
I be, &c. | | 
| Younz Molly of the dale, . ' In 


M. kes a mere flave of Harry ; 
ZBecauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſ9d, ; 


The foolith fwain would marry. 
| Becauſe, &c. |} Cc 
Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, | I. 
[ to the grave will carry; „ | 
With you I'll toy, and kiſs and . ; 1 5 
But hang 1 me if I marry, Cc. | 1 
oö 
1 
| M0 Thomas and Sally. | Sung by the Squire. 
HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 1 
= From nymph to nymph, I trove in vain |} 
My wild defires to rally ; | E 
But now they're of themſelves come 8 
And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam, . 


| They center alli in Sally, To 


. 


x & } 


Yet 8. unkind One, damps my joy, 


And cries, 1 court but to deftroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally? 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes I ſwear, 

I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than — Sally. 


Can che weak taper's feeble rays, 

Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze ; 
Ob] no——then ſay how ſhall I 

In words be able to expreſs 


My love ? it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for wy 


Come then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
'Than jeſamine and roſes are, 


Or lillies of the valley ; 
O ſollow love, and quit your fear, 


| He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear. 


And make me bleſt 1 in Sally. 
— 


Sung in the Duemia. | 


Hor oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid, 


(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difomn) 


 FThov would'ſt not loſe Anthenio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne, 


40-3] 
And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind ! 
And by that hand! preſt to mine! 
To gain a ſubject nition's love, 
I {wear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul can we be poor, 
Wbo own what kingdoms could not buy ? 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 

And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And Il take RTE back from thine, 


s ON G. 
kt By Mr. Garrick. 


NCE more V1] tune the vocal ſhell, 

To hills and dales my paſſion rell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 

But burns for thee, my Peggy. | 


| You, greater bards, your Is re ſhould hit ; ; 
Fer ſav what ſubject is more fit, 


Than to record ihe ſpark''ng wit, | 


And oom ol 3 Pexgy- | 


| 


| B 
| Theſun firſt rifing in the morn; 
That paints the dew-beſpany] ed thorn, 
Does not ſo much the {ay adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


[ And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
' He ſtrecks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt, 


Appear> my lovely Peggy. 


When zephyr on the vi'ſet blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
A. does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtale a kiſs the other day, 

Ad Cru me) rought but ruth I ſay, 

The fr-grarce c he troonng May, | 
Was not fv ſweet as P. 


W:. ſhe array'd | in rue weed, 
With her the bleating fl»cks Pd ſeed, 
And pipe upon the oater reed, 
To bel a lovely Peggy. 


With her a cottage would 8 
All's happy when ſhe' in iu ſight; 
Bu when ſhe's gone, 'tis erdlets s night, 
All's dark without my Pegg 


While bces 3 flow'r to flow'r {ill rove, | 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 

Or ſtately {wars the water love, 

80 long ſhall I love Peggy. 


I 

And when death lifts hi; pointed dart, 

To ftrike the blow that rend my heart, 

My words thll be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Pegey. 


$0 N66 


Suns in Leve in a Village. 


"NH! how ſhall I, in language weak, 


My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or from my fault'ring rongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word larewel! 


|  Farewel—but know, tho? thus we part, 


My thoughts can never ſtray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Mutt with my charmer ſtay. 


$ O N 6, 


To Sylvia, by David Garrick, Eg. 


| F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 1 
Let Damm ur ge his claim; | 
He feels the paſſi n, void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


5 4 
| Tho' ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn; 


They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
Bui flight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire ; 

: But when the mind receives the dart, 

Enjoyment whets defire. | 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years ; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, . 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 

; May gather ev'ry flower! 


- 


L 6 ] 
S O N G, 


Sung tn the Puntomine of T fro Flopement. 


5 h ſte to the wedding, ye friends and 


ve netg\ hours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no Ion ger delay; 


„get all your fyrrows, your care, and your 
TO 
let er. heart beat with rapture e to-day ; 


\- „ es all altend to my call, | | 
Came revel in pleaſures that never can cloy, 
Chorus. Come, ſee rural felici v. 
Wich love aa! Inn2cence ever er joy. 


Le! envy, let pride, le! hate and ambition, 


Still croud to, and beat 2 at the breaſt of the 


eat; 


'To ſuch wreiched e we give no ada 165 ion, 


But leave them alone to the e of ſtate 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentmen and health. 
In mirth and in ſriend ſhip our ments, 


Gy FS, Came, &c. 


Wird reaſon we taſle oſench heart + rriog pleaſure, 


With reaſon we drink of the full fl wing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 


For fatal exceſs will enlave the free foul. 


: Duetto. Then come at our bidding, to this happy | 


wedding, | 
Noe care Pall intrude here our bliſs t 0 anndy. 
- res: Come, &c. 


Wo EE ER, II oo. 
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8. 
Lung in Harlequin Sorcerer. 


OM Roger and Nell, eome Sinkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his 4 hither come, 


With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure 3 | 


To celebrate harveſt home: 
Tis Ceres bids play, and kee holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, ve 


Our labour is o'er our barns in full ſtore, 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 


Let each man then take, for his proi.g and his rake, 


His cann and his Jafs i in his hand : | 
For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime and mirth ; 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweet heart or 
ſpouſe, 


And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth. 


IWhen Ceres, &c. | 


ob Sun Due pete hd 
$ O0 NG. 
Sung in Love 2 Village. 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſon, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
| Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
> reward a faithful heart. 
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Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ! 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enflave the mind. 
Cupid, God, &c. 


Whar is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ftate ! 

Catch ye fools, the glitt ring bait 
Cupid god of, &c. 


S8 (o N 6. 
Tue Liunets. 


As bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta'en, ” 

The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again: . 
{ Unheedfnl of their plaintive notes, 

I ſung acroſs the mead; 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing throats, 
And flutter'd to be free. 


: As paſſing thro' the tufted grove. 


Near which my cottage ſtood, 
I thonght I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Flrd's charms I view'd : 
J laok'd, I gaz'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
Io hear my tender tale; 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail, 


| 
: 
| 
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( 9 ). 
Soon, thew the wound which love had made; 
Came pity to my breaſt; 
And thus | (as compaſſion bade) 
| The feather'd pair addreſs'd : 
Je little warblers, cheerful be, 
Remember not ye flew ; 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you. 


* 1 
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A favourite Song in the Twelfth-Night. 
? Tranſlated from the French- 
| HY imperſe@ is expreſſion, 


Some emotion to impart ! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 

And yet ſeek to hide the heart 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 

And beat what broken, falt'ring dying | 

Language would, but cannot tell, 


| Deep confuſion's lp terror, -— 

Quite expreſſive paints my cheek, 

Aſk no more—Pehold your error, 
_ Vluſhes — ſpeak. 


Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 


: Gang down the burn, Davy love. 


F001 


What tho' ſilent is my anguiſh. | 
Or breath'd only to the air: | | 


Mark my «<y+s, and as they languiſh : 


| Read wha. yours have written there. 


Oh ! that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſoul ſtrong feeling view; 

T. Wen has nought more fond, believe me; 
Friendihip nothing half lo true. | 


'F n you lam wild deſpairing, 


"Nh va (preahlefs as I touch; 
T's 13 all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much. 


. ö 


n | 
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| DOWN THE BURN, DAVY LOVE. 


HEN trees did bud, "a ßelds were green, 
| And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye ; 


To ſpeak her mind thus free : 


And I will follow thee. 


1 
| 
| 


71 2 
Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fade, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juit meet to be a bride : 


* Davy's blinks, &c. 


| Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 


Her een was bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew ; 


Blithe Davy's — &c. 


As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 


There plighted her his faith and truth, 


And a bonny bride he made her; 


No more atham'd to own her love, 


Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 


| Gang down the burn Davy, love, 


And! will follow thee, 
—— ————— 
s ON s. 
The DIS 1 PTION. 


\ROM the » man how 1 ins: though =_ 
heart I diſguiſe. 
1 freely deſeribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; ; 
And 1 he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take 2 hint from the picture I drow, [- 


5 
A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; | 
Like a parro! he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ? | 
In courage a hind, in conccit a gaſcoon. 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhoog a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks ; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 

In miſekief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of fea- 
ther; | mn 
Let if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


DE FSFE D SEE F><< dv 


$0 M 
zung in Love in a Village. 


HERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd and ſung, ſrom morn to night, 

No lark more blithe than he: 


And this the hurthen of his ſong, 
| For ever us'd to be, . 
l are for uebody, no not I, 
ff nobody cares for me. 
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Sung by Mr. Barnifter, in the Carnival of Venice. 


MOON as the buſy day is o'er, 
And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 
We Gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 
| Merrily Ply our Journ trade. 


And while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 

And as ſoft muſic breathes around; 

I )be feathering oar returns the leam, 
And dips in confort to the ſound.” 


Down by ſome convent”s mould'ring walls, 

| Oft we hear the enamour'd youth ; 

| Softly the watchful fair he calls, 

| Who whiſpers vows of love and truth. | 
"7 -— while the moon, &C. 


And oft where the Rialto ſwells, 

Mich happier pairs we circle round; 

/ Whole ſecret ſighs fond Echo tells, 

| Whoſe murmur d vows the bids reſound. 
355 while the moon, &c. 


| Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
| That fearful love muſt own its ſighs; 
. Then ſmiles the maid, to hear Nr d 
| How: more than ever ſhe complies. 


3 * le the n moan, k. 


So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene'er it is done, 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with a leer, 


In troth I replied, I will anſwer for none 
But do as other woman do—As ſure as a gu 


1 7 3: 
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AS SURE AS A GUN, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


AYS Colin to me, 1 a thought in my head, | 


x IJ I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 


Yor'll quarrel and you'll part again, as ſure a 
a gun! &c, 


And ſo when you're married, poor am'rous wight, | 


You'll bill it and coo it, from morning till night; 


But truſt me, good Colin, you'll find it bad fun, | 


Inftead of which you'll fight and ſcratch—As ſure 
23 a gun, Ke. | | | | 


But ſhould ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt love, 


And you be as ſupple, and as ſoft as her glove; 
Vet be ſhe a ſaint and as chaſte as a nun, — 
| Your faſten'd to her apron ftrings—As ſure as 2 


gun! 


ö 


Vou would not ſerve me ſo, I'm certain, my dear 


To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prove, 


1 When as at eve, befide the brook, 


One luckleſs lamb the current took, 


He ran, he p'ung'd into the wave, 


But ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore, 


Ah Roſalie! for ever more, 


r 


On that lone bank-Oh! ſtill be fro. 


And with fad wreaths of cypreſs green, 


1 
0 N . 
Sung b Mrs. Cargill, in the Carnival af Venice. 


OUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid ; 
They met, they lov'd ; each others y. 
Together o'er the bills they ſtray” Fi 
(Oba... r. 
Their parents Faw, and bleſs'd their love, 
| Nor would their happineſs delay; 


To-morrow be their . = 


Where ſtray'd their flocks, they ſat and fails, 
"Twas Rolalie s—ſhe ſtarted wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my favourite fans; F 
Too fatally, the youth obey'd : 


To give the little wanderer aid. 


When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies 


In his cold grave thy lover lies. 


Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid ; 


For ever ſooth thy Lubin ſhade. 
| 1 | 


11 


* 
| 
| 
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h Surg by Mrs, N. righten. BY 
| | * 
My Par a lover gay, 8 
Ro His E 2H never elend, mu 

| His breath is ſweeter than new hay, * | 

| His face is fair and ruddy : | v 
| His Shape is handſome, middle ſize, = 
* He's ſtately in his walking, | 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, | 
BY Tis heav'n to hear him talking. | 1 


| Laſt night I met him on the bawk. 
| Where yeilow corn was growing. | 
There many a kindly word he ſpoke, 
That ſet my heart a glowing : = | 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
[ And lov'd me beſt of any, 1 
That gave me like to ſing ſinſine, L 
=: - O corn riggs a are bonny. FRE: | 


pd , A 


Let tom of a filly mind, 
Reſuſe what maiſt they're wanting. 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 

We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 

Then TI! comply and marry Pattie. 

And from my cockernony ; 

He's free to touzle air or late, 

Where corn riggs are bonny 


> ö 


| 


Vis his tea—half afleep— 


Os ——＋——— ů —-— 
1 a * ͤ„ „rr 


Ha —ſome ice—I thought as much: 


E 
s O N 6. 
Sung by Mr. Parſons, inthe Carnival of Venice. 


* is a Petit-maitre's day— 


Awake at noon, 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, 


See him to his ſofa creep, 


Curſe the vapours ! 
Reach che papers— 
What's the Opera ?—Dem the Play, 
Air my boots I think Pll ride 
Tho! rot it, no! 
It ſhakes one ſo— 
Let them bring the vis-a-vis : 
Lounging there, his Lordſhip fee, 
With vacant air, 
And ſullen ſtare, | 
Born of dullneſs, rais'd by pride! 


Stop at my What's the news? 
A battle they ſay | 
HFHave you pines to-day ?— 
Ye, my Lord—We' ve beat the Dutch. 


What, and nothing more ? 
That's a monſtrous bore !— 


Well, drive to Iſſachar the Jew's. 
Laft at Brookes's—deep at play; 
| Iflachar's debt, 


At Faro ſet, 
D 3- 


- 


© 30 1} 
Win or loſe, ſerenely fad, 
Calm he fits, nor wes Ay nor glad; 
0 »Tis half alive, 
He euts at five 
This | is 2 Petit-maitre” s day, 


| * 
s ON . 
THE 5080 

Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


AIR Kitty's 3 oung Johany took, 
So eager he for yon 
When, lo! the nymph the wain forſook, 
To ſhew her power of killing ! 
The ſhepherd briſkly chang'd his wine; 
And cry'd coquette, remember, — 
The lover you refus'd in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


Voung Johnny ſoon met Philome!. 
Good natur'd, blithe, and bonny ; 

She ſooth'd the love-fick ſwain ſo well, 5 
Proud Kate's forgot by Jehnny. 


: Coguettes take warning, change your tune ; 


This woeful truth remember, — 
The lover you refuſe in June, 


You'll wiſh for in December. 


= 


EET ; 
. at. 


191 


Alas! poor Kate, with ſeythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her: 
And now her charms begin to warp,— 
She's in a piteous pucker. | 
' | Coquettes take warning, change your tune; 
This woeful] truth remember,— 

The lover you refuſe in June, 


You'll with for in December. 


n. 
* 9 — 


is d> << due dp he oÞ 


$O0NnNG 


CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


NIOwW's the time for mirth and glee, 

| Sing, and love, and laugh with me; 
|| Cupid is my theme of ſtory: pat 
| 'Tis his Godſhip's fame and glory, - 
Hou all yield unto his law! 

Fla! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha; 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay, 
| Cupid takes his ſhare of play: 
He makes heroes quit their glory: 
He's the God moſt fam'd in ſtory; 
} Bending them unto his law! : 
F Fla ! ha ! &c. 


1 
Sly the urchin deals his darte, 
Without pit y. —plercing hearts; 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Nor r-garding modes or ſaſhions, 


F.ruly fix'd is Cupid's law! 
Ha! ha! &c. 


S me may think theſe lines not true, 
Bu! they're faQts—twizrt me and you: 
Then, ye maids, and men, be wary, 
How you meet before you marry : 
* will is ſolely law! f 


<< S><E >< Dd06-d> 
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i 5 — 2 ns. Wrighten, in the Carnival of Venice. 


give. 
But a look, and a vow, and a ſigh ? 
Silly maid, take my word, you ſhall] know how 
to live, 
Before vou re : fo ready to die. 


How ſtupid a pair is the bridegroom and bride, 


Who wed bur for cooing and billing ; 


Ob, how dull will they be, as they fit fide by fide, 


If it happens they're not worth a ſhilling. 


* H AT a lover i is he that has mon to 


Ha! ha e. 


—— I „ — — ety ny ne 


E, 
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1 1 
At firſt, by good luck, every hour of the day, 
Tis my darting, my fouls dea eſt pleaſure; 
But at laſt, ſays the wife, I want money to pay, 
Come, give it, my heart's richeſt treaſure ! 


But Thaveit not, ſweeting !'—This theme may 
breed ſtrife— 
** Come let us be cooing and billing” — 
Go, barbarous huſband—go, termagant wife— 
So It happens when not worth a ſkilting. 


S=<0 $> << <$><S& 
S. G N 8. 


VNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 


V N Colin e much to ſay, 


In ſecret to a maid, 


Pes ſuaded her to leave the hay, 


And ſeek th' embow'ring ſhade ; 
Ard after roving with his mate 
| Where none could hear or ſee, 
Upon the velvet ground they fat 
Inder the greenwood tree 
Ws 
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Your charms, ſays Colin, warm my breaft, 
What muſt I for them give ? 

Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 
[ can't without you live. 

My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Could you and I agree, 

O ſay, vou to my with incline 
| Under the greenwood tree 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, 
The wary laſs replies. 

A lad who muſt not ſue in vain, 
Now for my favour tries: 

He bids me name the ſacred day, 
in all thing we agree ; 

Then why ſhould you and I now 1 

| Under the greeaweod tree, 


Al this but ſery'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do; 

Till to his ſuit ſhe would be kind, 

He would not let her go; 

His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay'd, 
No longer coy was ſhe; 

At church ſhe ſeal'd the vow the made 
Under the greenwood tree. 


83 ] 
s O N G. 
JOHNNY COMES TO-MORRO w. 
Sung by Mrs. Wewitzer. 
ISH me joy, ye nymphs and ſwains, 
Johnny comes to-morrow, 


He ſhall quickly glad the plains, 
Baniſh care and ſorrow; 


He had left us now too long, 


Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 
But he'l] 4 us dance and ſong, 
And ev'ry {miling pleaſure. 


i I've time III deck the bow'r, 


Once the ſwain delighting, 
Twine it round with many a flow'r, 
And with ſweets inviting; _ 
There he talk'd ſo well of love, 

Won my heart from ſorrow ; 


There on wings of haſte I'll rove, 
He'll be there to-morrow. 


Come, my ſhepherd, quickly come, 
Where can thou be ſtaying? 
Love who wants thee now at home, 

Chides thy long delaying; 
From to-day I'll never rove, 
But be blythe and bonny, 


For I never more ſhall live 


Without my ſweetheart Johnny. 


To the married, if they but lock glum, or ſay no 


S8 ONE. 
THE FEMALE CAPTAIN, 


Sung by Mrs Wrighten, 


OUND the fife, beat the drum, to my ſtan- 


dard repair, - 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; 
At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I come, 
The inens courage and valour to try; 


?Tis your king and your country now calls for 


VUuT rid : | 
Tis the ladies command vou to go; 
By me they announce it, and he who's afraid 
Or refuſzs, our vengeance ſhall know, 


Then firſt to the ſingle theſe things I declare 
GJ) each müden matt umly decree: ; 
Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, brown, or f::'r, 
Not an ogle. a ſigh, Or 4 ſquecze. | 
Should the Moriizurs dare biufter or huff; : 
Ve've determin'd, nem. con. that their forehead; 
ſhall thow ; | | 


A word to the wile is encu Zh. 


Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'd, 
But ſtill, ſhould your valcar but lack, 


As our dernier retort, this reſolve ſhall be nam'd, 


Which egad will ſcon make you all pack. 


We'll the breeches aſſume, pon my | honour tis true, 
So determine maids, widows, and wives, 

| Firſt we'll mareh, deat the French, then march 

| back and beat vou. 5 

Aye, and wear em the reſt of our lives. 


S ON GS. 
„„ TRE SOLDIER LASSIE. 


| King b Mt 7 Tem, 
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'LL paſs no dull, inglerians life, 

1 At home I will not tarry; 

like the drum and martial fife, * 
= ['] to the camp with Harry: | 
be peaceful pipe and ruſtic play 

| No longer is my paſhon; 

If Harry goes, I will not ſtay, 
For war is now the faſhion. 


— 
— —— ts ee 2 


Dur los will not be left behind. 
My keart's to fear a ſtranger, 
High ſeas and rocks Ill never mind, 


> Il laugh at toil and danger: 
„ I hope he will not tell me nay, 
9 Nor fancy Tm unſteady, 


II glory calls my ſwain away, 


aue hic I 00) IM 
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To other lands from peaſant Tweed, 
With him I muft be flying, 
For ſhady grove and painted mead, 
Your Jenny won't be 24. 
Till tumults o'er, adieu to al 
Not long I hope to tazry, 


1 95 I hear the drum's enlivening call, 


I muſt be gone with Harry. 
S O N G, 


dung 3 Mrs. Wrighten, in the Carnival of Fenice. 


NEVER be one of thoſe ſad filly fellows, 


Who always are ſnappiſh, e and 


jealous, | 
s live but to doubt, 
Is pine and to pout, 
v take one to taſk, 
Examine and aſk 


A hundred croſs 885 to pick ſomething out 


97 ver, &c. 


If by chance he mould come, 


And not find her at home, | 
"Tis, © Madam, * ſo late? 
«© Where the devil could. you wait? 


«© What's been done? what's been ſaid ? FE 


* * Zounds ! f I feel it on my head.” 
Q! , &c. 


F 


5 


d 


L 
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I» zr NANCY 0. 


Sung by Mr. Vernen. 


HE flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 


— ——— » —— - « 4 


- —— — — — 
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Wbo ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee; 
Tho' thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy graceful air, and modeſt look, 


Strikes ev'ry ſhepherd's Fancy O; 


Thou'rt match for *ſquire, for Lord or Duke, 


My lovely blue ey'd Nancy O. 


Oh! were J but tone ſhepherd's ſwain, 


To feed my flocks befide thee ; 
To tend my ſheep upon the plain, 

In milking to abide thee : 
Id thirk myſeif a happier man, 

With thee to pleafe my fancy O. 
Than he that bugs his thouſands ten, 

Had I my blue ey'd Nancy O. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' Imperial throne, 
Ard Rateſmer?: tang'rous ſtariore f 


IJ be ro king. Id wear no crown, 


And ſmile at conqu'ring nations 


| Might I poſſeſs, and fill careſs 


This laſs that ſtrikes my fancy O, 
For theſe are toy, and ſtill look les. 
Compar'd with blue end Nancy G. 


E 
$ ON 6. 
e LD ENGLAND'S MY ros r. 


Surg by Mr. Vernon, 


Wwe thirſts for more : knowledge i is welcome | 


to roam, 


He may ſeek a. new climate who is wretched at 


home; 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had bis fill 
May quit poor Old 13 whenever he will: 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to eroſs the ſalt main, 


For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling i is pain, 
- Old England, 1 boys, — enough i is for me, 


There my thoughts I can 
right I'm "ory au ; 

Whatever 1 with for now comes at my call. 

Lean ſport in the fields, or can roar in my hall; 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 


WRITE by birth- 


ö 1 have children chat _,. 2 wile that i is ſtill. 


feel that Pm happy, tho? taxes run n high, 


] want no exotics, fo eaſy am I; 
Tm alive to my friends, and at peace with the 
1 
With party and fate I ne'er trouble my head ; 
Contention J hate, and a bumper love moſt, 
You'll pledge * Pm ſure, for Old England's my 
EET to 


1 1 


1 
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S ON G. 
BE MERRY AND . 


Fung by Mr. Vernon, at Vaumhall. 


| T5 be merry and wiſe is a proyerb of old, 


But a maxim fo good can't too often be told; 
Then attend to my Song, nor my counſel deſpiſe, 


For I mean to be merry,—but merry and wile, 


Ye bucks when toping ſuch raptures expreſs, | 


And yet the next day diſmal proofs of exceſs, 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 


Tis to drink and be merry, but merry and wiſe, 


In women all lovely is center'd each bliſs, 
But let prudence give ſanction, twill ſweeten the 


nfs; | 5 
It not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurprife, 
You may 1 und be merry, —but merry and 


Then ye topers aud rakes, who would lead happy | 


lives, | | 


All exceſſes avoid, and chooſe modeſt wives, 


While prudence preſides, it is thus I adviſe, 
Love, and drink, and be merry,—but merry and 
wiſe. ins „„ 


— — 2 * 
— — 4 . — 
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8 0 N G. 
FOR PREEDOM AND BIS NATIVE LAND. 


* 1 Mee. Kennedy. 


Mors peace and pleaſure's melting rain, 


For ever in this circle reign, 
Awhile the muſe with ardor glows, 
To pay the debt that Britain owes. 

O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


| The ſoldier ſeeks a diſtant hb, | 
The ſailor ploughs the boiſt'rous main, | 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 


The labour theirs, the pleaſure yours : 


Then change awhile your ſoft delights, 


To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 


And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


Ve wealthy, who domeſtic ſweets, 


Enjoy within your 827 retreats, 
Think, think on thoſe who guard the ſhore, 


Whence unmoleſted ſprings your ſtore : 
And change awhile your 2 delights, 
To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
1 For freedom and bi native land. 


( 91 ] 

Ye ſwains who haunt the ſhady grove, 
And tranquil breathe your vaws of love, 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, 

But in the arms of peace rejoice : 

Change, change awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


And ye who in this frolic train, 

Inſpir'd with muſic ſprightly train, 

| And wild with pleaſure's airy round, 

Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'd: 

Amid your ſocial dear delights, 

Remember him who boldly fights, pq, 
| And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
| For freedom and his native land. | 


„ „ 6 


In Love in a Village. 5 


VOUNG I am, and fore afraid: 
Woul'd you burt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtra ?: 
| Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray. 


Men too often we believe? 

And ſhould you iny faith deceive, 
uin firſt, and then ſorſake, 

Sure my tender heart woul'd break. 


1 


$ O N 6. 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in the Deſerter, 


GOME how my ſpindle I miflaid, 


And loſt it underneath the grafs, 


Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And ſaid what ſeek you pretty laſs: 
A litle love, but urg'd with care, 


Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. 


Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oak 
That I my ſpindle loft juit now; 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 


And from the tree he cut a bough; 
- . 15 A little love, &c 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 


While me he tenderly beheld ; 


He talk'd of love, I leap'd for 101 | 


For ah! my heart did fondly yield, 


A little love, &e. 


2 . 
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Sung by Mr. Bannifter, in May Day, or Little Gipſy, 


An honeft man ne er has but one. 5 | 


- To me there 1s nothing like country and home. 


With ribbands and flippers behind ; 


T9 ] 


s O N G. 


W te 2 poor ſimple clown 
To do in the town | 
Of their freaks and vagaries 111 none; | | 


The folks 1 faw there 
Two faces did wear, 


Let others to 13 go roam, 
I love my neighbour 
To fing and to labour, 


Nay the Jadies, I vow, 
I cannot tel] how, 

Where now white as a curb, and now red: 
La! how would you ſtare, 
Attheir huge crop of hair, | 

Tis a hay-cock o 18 - their head. 3 

Let #thers, FO 

Then 'tis ſo dizen d out, 

And with trinkets about, 


They ſo noddle and toſs, 
Juſt like a ſore horſe, 
With taſſels, and bells f; wa team. | 
fer others, &c. a 
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Then the fops are ſo fine, 
With lank waiſted chine, 
And a little ſkimp bit of a hat; 
Which from ſun, wind and rain, | 
Will not ſhelter their brain, | 
Tho' there's no need to take care of that. 


Let others, kt. 


Would you the creatures ape, 


In looks and their = 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go 


Let him waddle in — 
A ſkim diſh on his pate, 


| And he'll look all the world like a beau, 


. b 1 
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Sung i in the Mai of the Malt 8 | 


"HY how now Miſs Pert, 5 B 
8 Do you think to divert, | 
My anger by fawning, and ſtroakin W 

* s "Wis tow, &c. | 


Would you ads me a fool, 
Your plaything your tool ; 
Was ever, young Mins to provoki 


Wok, ke 


Ee. 5 


Kc. 


To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on. 


— — — 
ay 
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Get out of my fight, | 
Twoul'd be ſerving you right 


Get out, &c. 


Contradict your mama, 
I've a mind by the la! 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion. : 
| Cuantradict, &c. 


ele 
8 O NG, 


YT HE lark's ſhrill note awakes morn, 
1 The breeze, wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil : 

The flowing bowl ſucceds the flail, 

O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


K 
SONG, 
| Sung in the Maidof Mill. 


"HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good nature, 


Prove as kind again to the; 


2 — . cs Wont? we, 8 


— 
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1 
Happy mortal to poſſeſs her, 


YH In your boſom warm to preſs her; 
N | Morning. noon, and night careſs her, | 
And be as fond as fond can be. 


Morning, xt. 


| But if one you meet that's froward, | 
1 Saucy, jilting, atd untoward, 9 
1 Shou'd you act the whining coward, — 
| Tis to mend her, ne'er the whit: | | 

Not hing's tough enough to bind her, 


| Then agog, when once you find her, | 
3 Let her go, and never mind her, | 

| Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 
| . 

Surg in the Widow of. Delphi, by Mr. Quick 
j | | Li the city of Phœbus a widow their dwelt, 

| I Of her honour ſo nice and fo jealous, 

i It was clear as the ſun that whatever ſhe felt, | 
' She'd no feeling for us honeſt fellows. 
| N | Oi. It wwas, &} 
j For ſhe flonted and ponted, and look'd ſo demunf | 
| On her knees ſhe was ever a praying; _ 

| Her blood was as cold as December I'm ſure, 


When other young bloods were a maying. 


„ Ke. 


„ D * 
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This widow a challenge 10 Venus would fend, 
On her pride the had ſuch a reliance ; 


Sly Cupid ttood by while ber meſſage the penn'd, 


And ſmil'd at ner ſaucy, — 


In a moment an arrow he ſhap'd from her pen, 
Then aim'd at her heart and let fly; 


Let no widow he cried forſwear marriage again, 


One and all from this hour ſhall — 


S ON 8. 


MV ane Ted Blarney Pl be honed, 


And man and boy upon this ground, 
Full twenty years Ide beat my round, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


And ns * time's a little ſhort | 
With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort; 
To be ſure | have not had fome ſport, 
. Vauxhall watch. 


Ohl of pretty wenches areſs d 1 right, 


And macaronies, what a fight 
Of a moon-light morn Pve bid good night, 
9 Vauxhall ö 


11 


S 0 N68. 


{ 


| 
| 
( 


Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, in the Duenna. 


| COU'D never luſtre ſee, 

In eyes that would not look on me; 
| I ne'er ſaw Nectar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to ſip. 


| | 
Has the maid, who ſeeks my heart, 
1 | Cheeks of role untouch'd by art; 

3 I will 6wn the colour true, 1 
. When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. N 
Mien yie!ding, & 


q Is ber hand ſo ſoſt and pure, 
1 muſt preſs it to be ſure; 
| Nor can I be certain then, 


Till it grateful preſs again. 


hay yy % toad 


Muſt I with attentive eve. | | 
Watch her heaving boſon ; 

I will do ſo—when I ſee | 
That heaving boſom ſigh for me. 


0 — —— — 
— 


e 


. 
! 
| 


— : — 
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8 0 N 6. 


Sung by Mr. Ryder, in th? Duenna. 


G IVE Ifaac the nymph who no beauty can 
1 boaſt, | 

But health and good humour to make her his toaſt ; 
If trait I don't mind, whether flender or tat, 


Or fix foot or four we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 
: 5 Mell ne er, &c. 


Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care ; 
If brown it is laſting, more pleafing if fair; f 
And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhoul'd ſee, | 


Let her ſmile and each dell is a dimple to me. 
„ | AI her, Ke. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever was ſcen, 
And her eyes may be— faith any colour but green; 
For in eyes tho' ſo tarious the luſtre and hue, 
Iſwear Pve no choice, only let her have two. 


Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth Iown, are genteeler than black: 
A little round chin too's a beauty Pve heard, 

But I only defire—ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


SO NG, 
| Sung in the Duenna 


At BUMPER of good liquor, 
| Will end a conteſt quicker, 
Then juſtice, judge, or vicar, 
So fill each cheerful glaſs - h 
| So fill, &c. 


haut if more deep they quarrel. 

| Why, ſooner drain the barrel, = 
| Then be that hateful fellow, | 
| That's crabbed when he's mellow, | 
Why ſooner, &c 


s ON , 


THE MERMIT. 
+» Mr Beattie. 
= T the dake of the day, l the hamlet i is | 
4 / \ ſtill, 


1 And mortals the ſweet of forgetfulneſs prove |. 
When neught but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the PO $ ſong 1 in the 


grove : 


'e 


le 


wr} 


Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 


While his harp rung ſymphonious, a Hermit 
began: a 

No more with himſelf, or with nature at war, 

He thought as a ſage, though he felt as a man. 


Ah why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
Why, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall? 


For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 


And ſorrow no longer thy boſom enthral. 
But, if pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay. 
Mourn ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee 
to mourn ; | 


O ſoothe him, whoſepleaſures like thine paſs away, 


Full quickly they paſs - but they never return. 


| Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, 


The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſent diſ- 
| lays : „ 


But lately I mark d, when majeſtic on high, 


She ſhone, and the planets were loft in her 

| blaze. - | 
Roll on, thou farr orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The path that conduct thee to ſplendor again, 


But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew ? 


Ah fool! to exult in a glory fo vain ! 


Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; | 
I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for } 
pon; ” . | 
For morn is approaching your charms to reſt 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and glitt'ring 
with dew, EN ot 


'F 


| L ie 

ö Nor yet for the ravage of winter J mourn; 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom wil ſave ; 

| But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn 5 

. O when ſhall it dawn on the man of the 

grave! | 


EE DIS D#<< D><$-0d> 


| A Cmitinuation of the Hermit. | 


T WAS thus, by the glare oi falſe ſcience 
betray'd, 

*F That we to bewilder, ard dazzle to blind, 
1 My thoughts wont io roam, from thade onw: 70 


— x ů ED 
* — 


4 to ſhade, 

[ Deſtruction before me, and {corrow behind. | \ 
O pitygreat Father of light, then Teryd, ES 
q Thy creature who fain would not wander fro | \ 
1 thee | | 
Lo. bumbledin duft. I: relinguith my pride; | 
* From doubt and from derknefs thou only can';: 5 
| free. | F 
| 

| And darkneſs and doubt are now Aying a Way, L 
q No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn; - 


Jo breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 7 
The bright and the balmy eifulgence of org. IF 


? 
— 


_—_— * 


cy 


| 


(363: 3 


See truth, love, and mercy, in triumph deſcend- 


ing, | 
And nature all glowing in Eden's firſt bloom ! 


On the cold cheek of death ſmiles and roſes are 


blending, | 
And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb, 
And beauty, &c. 


s O NG, 
Sung by Miſs Walpole, in the Camp. 


HE fife and drum ſounds merrily, 
k A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me, 
With my true love I ſoon will be, 
For who ſo kind, fo true as he, 


With him in every toil I'll ſhare, 
o pleaſe him ſhall be all my care, 


Each peril 'I dare, 
All hardſhips PII bear. 


| For afoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


Then if kind heaven preſerve my love, 


Wäat rapturous joys ſhall his Nancy prove, 


| 5wift thro' the camp ſhall my foetiteps bound, 


To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd. 


| Cloſe to my faithful boſom preſt, 


don ſha ! he huſh his cares to reſt, 
Claſp'd in theſe arms, 
Forget wars alarms. 


For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 
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SON 6, | Be 
| ; u LAck EYED SUSAN, | x 
_ * 
A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, F. 

| The ſtreamers waving ia the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 11 

Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? | 


Tell me ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
 Rock'd by the billows too and fro, 

b Soon as her well known voice he heard, | 

5 He ſigh'd, and caft his eyes below; | 

| The rope ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 

1 And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


_ eo ww wu tt 


—— - 


So the ſweet lark high pois'd in air, 
Sluts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
| If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt 
5 The nobleft captain in the Britiſſi fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


 — ˖ ˙—  A(l 


| O Suſan ] Suſan ! lovely dear! 

7 My vows thall ever true remain; 

Y Let me kiſs off that falling tear: 

'F We only part to meet again. „% ù 

Change, as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The achſul compaſs tbat &1 points to chee. 


6 


| | "WM... os 3 
| Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doub's thy corſtant mind; 
: They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find; ; 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. | 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
' Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul me charms of lovely Sue. 


| Tho” battle call me from thy arms, : 


Let not wy pretty Suſan mourn , 


| | Tho? cannon roar, yet ſafe from harms, 


Wilkam ſhall to his dear return : . 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


| Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


| The boatſ Lake gave the dreadful word, 


The fails the ſwelling boſom fpread ; 


| No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 


They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 


Adieu! ſhe cry'd and wav'd her lily hand. 


! ” 
[- 


— > + oa 
- 
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$ ON G, 
PLATO'S ADVICE, 


be Plato, why ſhould man be vain ? 
DM Since bounteous heay'n hath made hun great! 


Why look with inſolent diſdain 


On thoſe undeck'd with wealth and ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of dawn, 

Or all the gems that deck the fair: 
Can all the glories of a crown 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 


The humble and the haughty die ; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, whithout diſtinction lye. 


Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 


Who once the greatefl title wore, 


Of wealth and glory they're hereft , 


And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro' the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 


When ſhoat—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 


Diſſol ves to common air again: 


So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls, — 


Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay : 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; 


When ſove commands we mult obey. 


t l 


Li. A 
SON G, 
Sung in Love in a Vilicge. 
H happy were my days till now / 
ne'er did ſorrow feel; 


With joy [ roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 


Like any bird I ſung, 


Till he pretended love, and I 


Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Ol the fool! the filly,. filly fool, ; 


Who truſt what man may be 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


K 


$ ON 6, 
Sung by Mr. Wilder, in Love in a V illage. 


| this; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs; 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) | 
Wou'd do _ ſame thing, were they in the ſame 
place. „„ 


9 ! neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like | 


We al 


When once they have let'n a man have his will 


What thof he ſpeak 'em ne'er ſo fairly, 


Their cy blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone|| 
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No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 

To ſovereign beauty, markind bends the knee: 

That pry reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe; 
love a pretty girl—under the roſe. 1 


— Sp<S >. 
S:O N G6, 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall, in Love in V. illage. | 


PLAGUE of theſe wenches! they make fol 


a pother, 


They're always a whining for ſomething or othe, 
And cry be's unkind in his carriage. | 


Still they keep teazing, teazing on, 
You cannot perſuade em; 
Till promiſe you've made ent "I 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you—ad rot it! 


And then, to be ſure. fir, 
There is but one cure fir, 
And all their difcourſeis of marriage. | 


ke fac! 


is will; 


r other 


indone 


age. 
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S O N G, 
CYMON AND LPHIGENIA. A CANTATA. 
dung by Mr. Beard. | 


 RECITATIVE. 


-W_ Tv 


N EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 


4 ſhade, 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A eryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs fle ws, 


Whoſe flow'ry banks are formed for ſoft repoſe: 


Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never * of love, 

By chance was ſtamping to the neighb' ring grove: 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 


He ga dhe ſtared ! her lovely form {urvey'd ; 


And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 


| Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


— — — IT 
- 


3 
* 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 


: 
| 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes aud ſtarts - poor Cymon trembling 
ſtands, . 71 

Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerv'd hands: 

Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 


Where honour's preſeht, ſure no danger's near. 


Half-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if 'tis you, I need not riſe 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 


But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong : 


A l R. 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton-wringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpired mien; 5 
Thy twelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 

And taper ſhape, inchant me fo, 


I die for lphigene. 


[808-1 


RECLTATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 

The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 

She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ftrait, 

And thinks he might improve his auk' ard gait ; 

1 Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour to meet his faithſul friend. 

Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead : 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


— „„ 


bling „„ 


| | Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte defire ; 

Love can rage itſelf controul,  _ 
And elevate, and elevate the human foul; 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too long date: 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, &c. 


" | 
> > ts > 


E A CONVIVIAL SONG. 


| AVE women and wine there is nothing in life 
1 That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
| For the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 
| 3 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 

age * : 


1 11 
Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and 
wine, | 


And wiſely to pu poſe employ them; 


He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 


Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright and ſound, my dear 
lack, | . 
To heighten our am'rous fire (ſmack, 
Our girls plump and ſound, we ſhall kiſs with a 
And gratify all our deſires. = 


. 


* WHAT A CHARMING THING'S A BATTLE.” 


W #4 T a charming thing's a battle, 


Trumpets ſounding, drums a beating ; 


Crack, crack, crack, the cannons rattle, 


Every heart with joy elating. 

With what pleaſure are we - £508 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 


Heads and limbs and bullets flying ! 


Then the groans of ſoldiers dying; 
— like ſparrows as it were, 
At each pop, 
Hundreds drop, 

While the muſkets 5 prattle : 
Kill'd and wounded, 

Ll.ie confounded; 
W hat a charming thing's a battle ! 


= 1 
| But the pleaſant joke of all, 
| Is when to cloſe attack we fall ; 
Like mad bulls each other butting, | 
| Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting; 
| orſe and foot, 
| All go to't, 

 ' Kill's the word both men and cattle: 
ar | Then to plunder, 
| Blood and thunder, 
What a TOY thing's a battle ! 


pap voee deeds 
5 O N G. 


A myNTING $ONG, 


R CITATIVE. 


T HE whiliing ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 


4 ©, 


1 to the copſe lead away; 

And now, my boys, throw off the hounds : 
Il warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 

See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 


„„ 
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Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke 'em, 


my bloods: 
'Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 

So he breaks 1t, an fours amain, 
And 5 us a diſtan e behind. 


Oer ids and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn: 

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro the * 


All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 


His ſpeed can no longer ava il, 
Nor * life can his cunning prolong. 


Fre rom our flacack Ry fleet pack twas in vain that 
he fled, 
See his bruſh falls begnir'd 1 - 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


THE 


WH. 
. 
Irak ROAST BEEF OT OLD ENGLAND. 


RECITATIVE. 


mas at t the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 

(Where lad deſpair and famine always | 
dweils) 

A meagre Frenchman, at Granſire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 

3 Bending beneath the weight of fani'd ſir-loin, 

On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine; 

Gocd father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, | 

His benediQtion on it he beftow'd ; 

Ard as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd 

He lick'd his chop). „and thus the knight e 


Tm 
(A lovely bye to 4 Friar Toe; ce. 7 


| © rare roaſt beef! Jov'd by all kad, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

| When dreſs'd and garnith'd to my mind, 
j--- : --. And ſwimming i in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


* 
A. 
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Renown'd ſir-loin, of times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 

On thee, e' en kings have deign'd to feed. 
Unkrown to Frenchmen's palate : 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad! 


 RECITATIVE. 


A half-ftarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, aud lean, 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz d with wonder on the B. iſh food: 
His morning's meſs forſook the (friendly bowl) 


And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole - 


He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in Plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


AIR, 
 (Foot's Minnet 1 


Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londree : 
O!]! grant to me van letal bite. | 
Bur to my guts you give no heeiling, 
And cruel fite dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


117 J 
RECITATIVE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country bid betray) 
From tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, | 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread; 
Soon as the well known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
ln blubb' ring accents dolefully he cry'd : 


AIR. 
(Allen a Roon) 


| Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
5 My joy that ſo light is, 

To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not wortha farthing, 
| Ah, hard hearted Loui! 55 
Why did I come to you? | 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving „„ 


RECITATIVE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fat, 
Who fed his noſe and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 


7 * 2 5 * 
ird d AID ING If Dew 


0 $8} 
AIR. 
| (The Broom of Cowdenknows) 


How hard, oh! Sawney, 1s thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 

To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef ! the bonny bonny beef, 
hen roa ſted nice and brown ; 
I avi/h I had a ſlice of thee, 
Flow ſeeet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley ! hadft thou not been ſeen, 
This n&'er had happ'd to me; 

I would the de' el had pick'd my ey'n, 
E'er I had gang wi' thee. 


RECITATIVE. 


But, fee, my muſeto England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite : 


Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 


throne, 


And whips and chains, and tortures are not 
can.  __- 5 
Tho' Britain's fame in loſtieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


O the beef, &c 


L 119 J 
AIR. 


As once on a time, a young frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
| He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old Fngland, 
And Ot te Old Engliſi roaf? beef, 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

Mamwa, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd, ſon, to atternpt it you're ſurely to blame: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


| But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt ; 

An effort he ventur'd more ftrong than the firſt, 

Till ſwelling and ſtrainigg too hard, made him 
burſt: | 


O theroaft beef, &c. 


| Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear : 

| The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſizur ; 

| Whole puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 

O the roaft beef, &c. 


| For while by our commere and arts we are able 
To ſee the ſir-loin ſmoaking hot on the table; 


| The French may een burſt, like the frog in the 
0 the roaſt besf, &c. 


fable. 


„ 
1 0 N 
Sung by Fludge, in Love in a Village 


W ELL. well, ſay no mare; 

So you told me before, 

I know the full length of my tether. 
Do you thin Ya a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool, 

I can ſpell you and put you rogether. 


A word to the wiſe, 

Will always ſuffice ; 

Adds ſaiggers ! g talk to your parrot. 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Thof ] ſay't myſelf, 

But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot 


$ M 
FAIR HEBF. 


AIR Hebe 1 left with a cautious s deſign, 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drow: 


| e'm in wine 


1 trya It, but found, when 1 came to depart, 


„ 
repair d to my Reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd, 
Then gravely pronoune'd, in return to my pray r, 
That Habe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd J, I've no need to be 
taught, 

came for ycur council to find out a fault ; 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas ! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darts thro each throb- 

ding vain, 
Hy ſenſes confirm me a ſlave to bee charms, 


K 
0 N06 
THE BEE. 


BUSY humble Bee am 7 

That range the garden ſunny ; ; 

5 From flow'r to, flow'r I changing fly, 

And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 

Asad while my rich jonquil is, 

BY in. cloy'd with ſipping Nectar there, | 


; Ii ſnift to o roſy Phillis. 
* | 1 Af, ac. 


20 |] 
But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation ; 
For Kitty muſt be now ; addreſs d, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation. 
Let Kitiy's fragrant bed I leave, 
To o her flow'rs I'm rover; 
And all in turns my love receives 
The gay wice garden over. 


Variety that knows no bound, 
My roving fancy edges, 
And oft with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges : 
For as I am an arrant Bee, 
Who range each bank that's funny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev ry flow'r's my honey. 


* 


N e 
Sung in Midas. 


T's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As Cer ſtepp'd in leather ſhoe ; ; 
And what's better, he loves me too. 
And to him PI prove true-blue. 


Tho- my y fiter caſts an hawk's eye, 
I defy what the can do; 
He o 'erlook'd the little doxy, 


The gay, &c. 


And ev ry, &c. 


E 9 1 
Hither I ſtole out to meet him; 
He'll no doubt my ſteps purſue, 
If the youth prove true, III fit him, 
If he's falſe—Pl! fit him too. 


>< >> << due dues 2FÞ 
s O N G. 
Sung in Cymon. 


Hs cold flinty heart it is you who have 
| 9 warm'd, | e 
| You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ftrove, 
| What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


| The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſtnip no raptures can flow; 
| Elyſium to bio but a deſart will prove: 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


| The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be 
E zv, VVV 5 
| Her birds and her flow'rets make blithiome ſweet 
| | | May ; | | 5 os | 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and finzs thro the grove, 


1 What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


What's life, Tc, 


624 } 3 


WI 
s O N . 
A Hunting Song. 14 
„„ | $til 
RECITATIVE. 
H ARK, the horn 4 away ; ; $4 
Come the grave come the ays 2 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, Ho 
Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe. 
nn 1 ' 
| An 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
| See the ſun beams adorn 

The wild heath and the mountains ſo bigh, ol 

5 The wild, ac. | 1 


ow opes the ſtaunch hound, | Th 
Ihe ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
| And the floods and the vallies reply 1 
And the foods &c. BY 
Our forefathers ſo good 5 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood An 


| * encount ring the hart and the boars, 5 1 
8 i — xc. 


Ruddy health bloom'd the "WY 
Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
And taught woedlands and foreſts to rear, 


3 


7 


[18S ] 
Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


| Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd 


gere the, &c. 


Tho' in life's buſy day, 


Man of man makes a prey, 
züll let our's be the prey of the field, 
Sell let ours, &c. 


With the chace full in ſight, 
Gods ! how great the delight ! 
How our morta ſenſations refine ! 


Ha our, &c. 


Where is care, where i is fear ? 


| Like the winds in the rear, 


And the man's loſt | in 1 ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave bay: 
Lo! each pants for the joys, 


That anon ſhal] enliven the whole, 


That anon, &c. 


That at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
Ard renew the chace over the bowl. 
And . &e. 


[ 126 f 


$S Oo N G. 
A SOLDIER'S SONG. 


T E comes, he comes, the hero comes ! 
dound, Hund the trumpet, beat, beat the 
| drum ; ; 
From port to port let eannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. 


MEER IE Dt 


- How by M ifs Romanzini, in Love in 4 2 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 

1 VUntutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and . 

Whole words are th exceſs of the heart. 


If ought of ſubſtantial delight 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found; 
"Tis ſure when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by . is crown'd. 


ö 


5 me b 1d fete will think herſelf really divine, 


Sung in T homas and Sally. 


LL you whowould vi ſh to ſucceed witha lafs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her as ſure as 2 gun. 


With whining, and ſi bing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 

he'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip and al her bright Loddeſs, Is ine; ; 


But, mark yau the conſequence, mum; 


corn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a TD TAR bold, . and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun : 

dell tell you ſhe hates you, and forenr ſhe'll cryc out. 
But mum—ſhe's s as ſure as a gun 


[198 7} 
S ON 6. 
THE SPINNING-WHEEL. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Young Jockey to my cattage came, 
And tho' 1 hk'd him paſling weel, 
I careleſs turn'd my . g- Wheel. 


My milk-white hand he did extoll, 
And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy my heart did teel, 

But till I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


Then round about my flender waiſt, 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd: 
To kiſs my hand he down did kneel, 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice I bid him riſe, 
He bleſs'd my neck, my lips, and eyes: 
My fondneſs I could ſcarce conceal, 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


Tin, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſsd, 2 


His wanton thoughts I quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from my rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd. iny ſpinning-wheel. 


At laſt when I began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant me for his bride ; 
"Twas then my love I did reveal, 
And flung away my ſpinning-wheel. 


3 


-H 


ons 


bs, i 129 | 
$0NG. 
THE BONNY BROOM. 
Nung at Vauxhall. ' 


| HH OW blithe was he each morn to ſee 
| > My ſw.ain come o'er the hill! 
. He leap'd the : brook, and flew to me; 
I met him vith goed will: 
I neither want ed ewe nor lamb, 
When his f, 5cks near me lay; 
lee gather'd in my ſheep at night. 
— N me all the day. 


Oh! th 2 broom, the bonn 1 
Mber e loſt was my repoſe | 
T with I was with my dear ſwain, 


With! his pipe and my ewes. 


He tun'd his 5 e and wad ſo ſweet, . 
The birds ſtoc d liſt'ning by; oe 
| The fleecy flock i Rood ſtill and gaz 
Charm'd with his melody: 
| While thus we {x ent our time, i ins, 
| . Betwixt cur 5 zcks and play, 
| Tenvy'd not the faireft dame, 


T be e er fo 1 ich and gay: 
Oh! the PORE de. 


F 
He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 
Cou'd J but f-ithful be? 
He ſtole my heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that J muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, - 
Becauſe I loy'd the kindeſt ſwam, 
That ever yet was born. 


Oh / the broom, &. | 
F 
| 
ooh de dd<Sd><E a 
| \ 

0 0-0 8. 

5 g 
Sung in Comus. | 1 


Di ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive | 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can | 
| give: 5 „ = ä 
The bow}': frolic joys let him teach her to proc, 
And the, in return, yield thee raptures of love, | 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grardeur inſipid, ar'd riches a pain: | 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
Love and wine give, ye gods! br take back wht | 
| ye gave. N e 


E 
8 (O0 N G. 
AS NOW MY BLOOM. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


S now my bloom comes on a-pace, 
A The ſwains begin to teaze me, 
But two who claim the foremoſt place, 

Try different ways to pleaſe me; 
To judge aright, and chooſe the beſt, 
ls not fo ſoon decided, . 
When both their merits are expreſs'd, 
I may be leſs divided. 1 


Palæmon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure, 

Wou'd I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his treaſure ; 


gut then our years ſo diſagree, 


So much as I remember, 
It is but May Pm ſure with me, 
With him it is December. | 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froft and fnow be ſuing, _ 
'Twould ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 

Bring ev'ry charm to ruin. 


For dreſs and ſhew to touch my pride, 


My little heart is panting, 


But then there's ſomething elſe beſide, 


I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 


R | 
Then Colin thou my choice ſhalt gain, 
For thou wilt ne'er deceive me, 
And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead i in vain, 
For thou haſt more to give me 
My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thy looks ſo young and tender : 
Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now ſurrender. 


<< <<-2p> D><$E ue od. 
8 O NG. 
Sung in the Chaplet, | 


USH about the briſk bowl, will enliven the 
heart, 

While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and fmart, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; | 

Deſerves, Ke. 

The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotton pelf, | 

And wiſhes to add to the maſs. 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of bimſelf, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs: 


Deſerves, de. 
The beau, ho ſo Cinar with his well-powderd 


hair, 
An _ beholds in dis glaſs, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves t be reckon'd an als: . 
Dieſerwes, & c. 


the 


11 
The merchant from elimate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; ; 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs; 


Claps the horns, &c. 


The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, . 
With torehead well fronted with braſs, 


Tho he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 


Then you, my good friend, are an aſc: 
Then you, &c. 


The formal a wh knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 
The ſick man a while may confide in his kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs; 
But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 
For he who his pleaſures puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd a an aſs; 
Deſerves, Kc. 


4 . 
S O N G, 
THE CHOICE. 


M AN that's neither high nor low, 
In party nor in ſtature ; 


No noify rake, nor fickle beau, 


That's us'd to cringe and flatter, 
125 4 


MON 


14 J 
And let him be no learned fool, 
That nods o'er muſty books; 
That eats and drinks, and lives by rule, 
And weighs my words and looks, 


Let him be eaſy, frank, and gay, 
Of dancing never tir d; 5 
Always have ſomething ſmart to ſay, 
But ſilent, if requir d. 
FOE 1 — 
SONG, 
Sung in Comus. 
RECITATIVE. 


OW gentle was my Damon's air! 


. 
1 0 
} 
4 
1 


Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
Ho hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 
And yet the cruel taſk is mine. 


AIR. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme 
The hills, the groves, the . remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain : 


The hills, Et. 


... A ³ Ly "Re LE 


How hard, ac oy 


( 135 ) 
From hill, from dale, each charm is fled ; | 
Groves, flocks, and fountains — no more! 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head ; 
All nature Ga my loſs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damen ſtill I ſeek in vain ; 


| All, all, &c. 
„ 
EE 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in Comus. 


| T HE wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts ; | 
Zut the nymph diſdains to pine, > 
Who * 4 the wound with roſy wine; 
Wise, roly wine. 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewell lovers when they're cloy'd, 
If Pm ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; _ 


Bure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 


Io rid me of dull company; 
Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilft mine can pleaſe; 
I love them much, but more my eaſe : 

No jealous fears my love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt; 

Break my reſt, ſhall break my reſt; 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


5 5 
Why ſhould they ere give me pain, 

Who to give me joy diſdain? 

All I hope of mortal man 

Is to love me while he can; 

While he can, while he can, 

Is to love me while he can. 


d><<p><< p><<4-p><<44 
1 
Sung in c. 


"OULD you caſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bow, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
1 o'er the — ground, 
htly o'er the moſſy ground, 
cker Phœbus ſcorching round: 


Round the languid bers and ond; 
Stretch'd o'er funny hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe, 
The fair does all alone repoſe ; 


. 


| Cultry, &c. 


BOG 2 COU >] ot 


I 
All alone; yet in her arms | 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſt, and bleſſing, * ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone. 
ai | The joys, &c. 


244 * 
S$ O N G. 


THE CRYING AND LAUGHING SONG. 


W HEN I wake with painful brow, 
5 Ere the cock begins to crow, 
Toſſing, tumbling in my bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head. 
PFond' ring over human ills, 
Cruel Bailiffs, Taylor's bills, 
Fluſh and Pam thrown up at Loo, 
When _ forrows ſtrike my view, 
1 35 | cry „„ „ 
c. And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
| Wipe it with the pillowbeer. 


|| But when ſportive evening comes, 
| -Routs, Ridottos, balls, and drums 
| Caſinos here, Feſtinos there, 


Mirth aad paſtime erg whe, 


1 138 ] 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 
Snuling wi h the ſniling glaſs; 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Taylors, Bailiffs all forgot, 

1 8 I laugh = - <= < 

Careleſs what may then befall, 
Thus 1 ſhake my fides at all. 


Then again, when I perufe, 
O'er my tea the morning news, 
Diſmal tales of plundered houſe:, 


Wanton wives and cuckold ſpoules , 


Wh n I read of money lent, 
At fixteen and a half per cent. 
I cry = - 
But if e'er the mufan's gone, 
Simp ring enters honeſt John, 
« $1, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
Waiting in a chaiſe and four,” 
Inſtant van'ſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs, 
3 8 And laugh 
So may this indulgent throrg. 


Who now ſmiling grace my tony, 


Never more cry oh ! oh! la 
But join with me in ha! ha! ba 


S 


— red ds FN — — — 


© wand 9 


. *" hen a AY 


| Fickle lovers all forgot 
4 Dice and Mercer's bills forgot. 


L read reputations loſt, 


E 


8 O NG. 


THE ane AND n SUNG. 


| WW HEN the hated morning s light. 
Peeping in, offends my fight, 

Toſſing to and fro in bed, 

Aching heart and aching head ; 

Counting o'er my various ills, 

Fickle Lovers, Mercers bills ; 

All the ſums I've loft at dice, 

When theſe in my mind ariſe, 

| cry V 

but it tis Pantheon night, 

Chicheratas here, Macheratas there, 

Or to Vauxhall I repair; 

If I meet my Lord Perfume, 

Or dear Colonel Thunder-Bomb ; 

When ſuch pleaſures are my lot, 


I laugh - - - 
| Then, To in the Morning Poſt, 


Sly in rigues, and cuckold ſpouſes, 
Great debates in both the houſes ; 
When Pm told that diſſipation, 
_ Folly, lux'ry rule the nation; 
That the rich, the young and wiſe, 
To true pleaſure ſhut their eyes ; 

I . 


( 140 ) 
But, ere my tears are gone, 
Simp'ring enters honeſt John, 
« Ma'am Sir jehu's at the door, 
In his phzton and four: 
Inſtant all my forrows ceaſe, 
Out I run and ake my place; 
With ſuch joys the moments glide 
By my dear Sir Jebv's fide ; 

Tlaugh - - - 


DS F< dou duets 
SONG. 
Sung in Comus. 
NOW Pherbus finketh in the weſt, 
L Y Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 


Tipſy dance and jollity : 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 


i Dropping odours, dropping wine, 


Braid your locks with roſy twine 
Dropping odours, dropping wine, 
Rigour now is gone to bed. 
And advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, 


With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lies 
_ RE ae DT Fre With thair, &c. 


G 


8 O N 6. 


RONDEAU. 


3 IGHT and day the anxious lover, 
| Is attentive to the fair, | 
Till the doubtful courtſhip's over, 

| Is ſhe then ſo much his care ! 


Warm as ſummer his addreſſes. 
Hope and ardour in his eyes ; 
Cool as winter his careſſes, | 
When ſhe yields his captive prize: 


Now the owner of her W 
Sees no more an angel's face; 

Half is love, the reſt is duty: 

pPleaſure ſure is is in the chace. 


Re Ip 
„ N 6;-- 


Sung by Miſe Romanzini, = Love in « Fillege.. 


H much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find, 

I But with reſiſtleſs force it 8 
Io ſenſe and virtue join'd. 


1 


The caſket, where to outward ſhow, 
The artiſt's hand is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a gem within, 


KK 


N 
Sung in As you Like it. 


LO W, blow, thou winter's wind; 
Thou art not ſo unkind. 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As man's ingratitude ; 3 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
| Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy breath be rude, 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doft not bite ſo * 
Thou doſt not bite fo n 
As benefits 12 
Tho- thou the waters wrap; 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
= friends remember'd not, 


Altho, & c. 


As 1 &c, 1 
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3 ON G, 


Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


ME! what a fimpleton was I 
i To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
Now lay thee down vain fool and cry. 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 
| No tears, alack ! 
| Willcall him back, 
No tender words his heart allure ; 
1 could bite 85 
My tongue through ſpite 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 


be... | S 0 NO, 
| 'PAMON AND FLORELLA. A DIAL®GUE. 
Sung in the Sorcerer. 


*. As T, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the Grrtivg lambkins play; 


Kc. * Nature gaily decks the ground, 
— All in honour of the Mar 


1 9 7}; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
| Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
| Liſtning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And hy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
| Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireft flow'r, 
Nor the meads, where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


| She. Not the water's gentle fall, 


By the bank with poplars crown'd ; 


Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 

If her Damon is not near. 


So. Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the cheerful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May ; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


3 
8 0 N. 
Sung in the Winter's Tale. 


"\ OME, come, my good Shepherds, our flecks 
we muſt ſhear, | | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The bappieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, fo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; _ 

| We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught ;_ 

What we think in our hearts you may read in ofr | 
eyes, | | 


| For, knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By made and caprice are the city dames led; 

Dut we all the children of nature are bred : 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 

| For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaft. Cer hs . 


| The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 

| Our roofs.are too low for ſo lofty a head; | 

Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open your door; 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the 

3 poor. . 


H 


1 


When love has poſſeſo'd us, that love we reveal; 


Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we 


| feel; ; 
So harmlets and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine toik to deceive and betray. 


<2. bo dats Fed 
$-Q N 6. 


CHARMS OF LIBERTY. 


INCE ev'ry charm on earth combine 
&_Þ In (Aloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Wa was I born ye gods to fee 
What robs me of my Liberty. 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

My heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 
Cou'd ſport with every nymph but il 
Who robs me of my Liberty, 


Think then, dear Chl, erg tov late, 
That death wutt be my hapleſs fate, 
If love and you do not agree 

To ſet me at my Liberty. 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Neflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy every clown | ſet 
Enjoy the ſweets of Liberty. 


1 

: We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 

| And every idle care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, 

Nor with for greater Liberty. 


K 4 
8 . 


| CHARMING SALLY. 


N Nymph chat trips the verdant plains 

| With Sully can compare; 

She wins the hearts of all the {wains, 

| And rivals all the fair: 

The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 

But Sally's ſmiles, can all the year, 
_ Cive pleafure to che ſoul. 


| When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god o! day 
With emulation glow : 
| Freth beauties deck the painted ground. 
| Birds ſweet notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
| "Rh hail their ſiſter fair 


il 2 


Bu: 
The lark but ftrains his liquid throat 
To bid the maid rejoice, | 
And mimicks (while he ſwells his note) 
The ſweetneſs of her voice : 
The toning zephyrs round her play, 
W h:1e Flora Heds perfume, 
And ev'rv flov c tems 1G fay, 
I bud for Sally's 3 4 


The am rous vouths her charms proclaim, 


From mc nts ce then ale; 
Her beauty an! u iſpotied fame, 
„ke vocal every vale: 


The cerca. am erc'rins thro' the mead. 


And ev'rv „ice, . cv'ry nol. 


is tur'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more b. u bete laſs and ſwain 


To m::cht"l wake reſort, 
Nor ev'ry M - morn on the plain 
Advar e in rural ſport : 


Nor more thall guth. the purling rin, 


Nor muſic wake ihe grove, 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill. 
When I forget to wwe 


CY FE A 


1 
0 . 


GHepher:: ; would ye hope to pleaſe us, 

You muſt ex'ry humour try; | 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh. and ſcnietiincs cry. 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we with to gain; 
Tho' we're thy, and ſeem to fly, 
If you purſue, we e fly in vain. 


838 O N 6. 
* in Love in a 75 Ulage. 


| J NCE Phd: proves gie iel, no further FIl 
ſeek, 

But go up to town in the waggon next week; 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And 9 5 Office will get me a place. 


Bet Blifſom went there, ard foci metwitha wed, 


Folks fay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtandivg an end: 
| Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxims aint 


1 And ae my fortune, as other gon do? 
H3 


1 ] 


S ON 6. 


OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſey is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 

Keveh all without controul. 

Who fo fair as lovely Ber! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Coliner / 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet / 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 

Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys ; 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 


Girls as fair as lov ely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow corn 


Now my plenteous barn adorn; 
Tho' Ive deck'd my myrtle bow're 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 


| Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 


Are the charms of lovely Ber, 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
Tho! fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them! quit without reg ret, 
All my joy's in Colinet. 


EE hd — A FA 


1 
Strike up then the ruſtic lay. 
Crown with ſports our bridal dap: 
May each lad a miſtreſs 65 
Like my Bet/cy, fair anc. kind ; 
And each las a huſbard get, 
Fond and true as Coll ust. 


| Ring the bells, and fil the bowl, 
Revel all without cont-oul; 
May the fun ne'er rite or ſet, 
Nut with jay to happy Bet, | 
And her faithful Colne, 


—— 
S O N G. 
Fung in Thomas and Sally. 


EH Ol. D, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Pour faithful Tom's return'd again; 
3 and with him brings a heart, 
That ne er from Sally ſhall depar rt. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native foil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, _ 
And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil, 
| No one to beauty thould pretend, 

But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


| - "Wa 


— 4 * — — "i - 
I W : * * 


} 
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f And thus in ſoothing ſtraius the maid addreſs'd. 


F 
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8 O N 6. 


Sung in Love in a Village. 


OLE. LL in hopes to get the better, 
Of my ſtubborn fate I try ; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then relapſing fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


PHE DUST-CART. 
A favourite Cantata. 


RECITATIVE.. 


As tinkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
| A He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich einders round her lo ely waiſt; | 
Tom with uplifted hands th' occaſion bleſs'd 


ENS Py ©, 


(333 1 
AIR. 


O Sylvia! while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt. yo col eur heres, 
You take our dui, aud ti 1 gur nearts, 


That mine is zone, ales! it ire, 
And dwells an.cng he evil with vu, 
And dw. !!> ame + eh een!“ Wi. vou. 
O lovely Sola! ien 5. 

Give me the hear: vou ſtoic . 
Give me my heart out of vour cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtol- again. 


RRCITATIVE. 


Ov, advane'd above the rabble rout, 


ng, rolle her ſpark'ing eyes about: 


She * 4 her elit, bret. as black as floe, 
4-1 look'd diſicin on little folks below; 4 
To Tom the dodded as the cart drove on, 


&ni then (refoiv'd to fpcak) ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John. 


ATR. 


"1411.7, who ride above the reſt, 

Pe ty 2 paltry crowd oppreſs'd ; 

E A tat ion nGw my ſoul does 1 

The vonths thall !. "guiſh and admire ; 
ay ever girl, wah anxious heart, 


a ll 1;ng o ride, long to — long to ride, 


in my ee 
And cv'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long ro ride in my duſt-ear! 


Hci 


1 14 3 


80 . 
A BACCMANALIAN STILE. 


EAR Tom this brown jug that now foams 
with mild ale, 


(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 


Was once Tobv Philpot's, a truſty old foul, 

As &er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 

In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 

And among jolly ropers he bore off the bell— 


It chanc d as in dog- days he ſat at his eaſe, 
In his flow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay, as you pleaſe; 


With a friend ard a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 


And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 


His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 


And he dy'd, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, ICs long in the ; ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had deſolv'd it again, 


A potter found out in à covert ſo ſnug. 


And with part of fat Toby he made this brown 
Jug; 

Now ſacred to friendſhip to mirth ard mild ale; 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale— 

Vale, ſw ect Nan of the vale. 


WA 


S ON G, 
| Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


ROM plowing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
ſieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 


Your hands, my brave 8 hallow boys, 


what cheer, 
For A ſailor that's juſt c come on ſhore ? 


Theſe hectoring blades thought to ſcarce us, no 
doubt, 


And to cut us and fl: ih as—Morblicn t- 


| But hold there, avaſt ! they were plaguely out, 


We have flic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


1 Then encourage my hearts, your own conſequence 


know, 


Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right ; 


The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow 
But thould never be ny in a a fright. | 


3 You' ve 0 to thun your nonſenſical j jars ; 


Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 
And let all your ſtrife be like us honeſt tars 
Who ſhall 6ght for his country the beſt. 
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A ſea-ſaring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 

Did the fimpering gypſies look to't: 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 

Tae landſmen, mayhap, in way cf diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like ; 
But were thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 

Is the bargain we're willing to ftrike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no ſa&ion afraid; 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points the compals diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm : 
Steady, ſtcady and ſaſe may ſhe fail : 
No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm. 


Or her anchor of liberty ſail. 
. Done od 
VV 
PUSH 3 ur THE Jon 
Sung in the Goldon Pippin. 
ATT HEN bick'rings hot, 
| To high words got, 
Break out at gameorum ; 
The flame to cool, | 


95 My golden rule | 
Is puſh about the jorum, 


| 


| © 3 
With fit on Jug, 
| Coifs who can lug? 


TS Or ſhew m-> that glibe JE 
Who her red rag 
In gibe can wag, 


With her mouth ___ of liquor. 


5 3 
N, | | 8 0 N | G: 
n, 
JD. falogue * the Manner of Horace, ſung by 


| True-Blue and Nancy in the Preſs-Gang, 
Nancy. 


ND can'ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore ? 
It comes into my fancy, 
I ne'er ſhall ſee thee n more, 


True-Blue. 


Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spain, 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 
Por we ſhall meet 28g. 


E 


uncy. 


Amidſt the foaming billows, | 


When thund'ring cannons roar. 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 


And with yourſelf on ſhore. 


True-Blue. 


I fear not land or water, 


I fear not ſword or fire, 
For ſweet revenge and laughter, 
Are all that | defire. 


Nancy, - 


May guardian Gods protect thee, 


From water, fire, or ſteel, 


And way no fears affect thee, 


Like thoſe which now I feel, 


True-Blue. 


T leave to heaven's protection 
My life, my only dear; 


| You have my ſoul's affection, 


So ttyl conclude me here. 


„„ 
8 6 N 6 
ADVICE TO THE ral, 


F you're not too proud for a word of advice, 

In the choice of 4 hutband, girls, be not too 

| nice; | 

What with manning our ſhips, and protecting 
our ſhore, 

You cannot have lovers as once—by the ſcere : 

If you with to bemarry'd, your pride muſt come 

GOWN, 
What z {nile can procure, do not loſe by a frown, 


The tine it has been, it will ne'er be again. 
When a egion of loan | had in my "rain ; h 
Ther were eh tae d with my fing-ſong ; 1 laugh'd 
. t them all, | 
For one was too hort, and another too tall, 
Or wn plump OT 100 ſlender ; loo young, or FOG: 
| old 2 


As tn was too haſhfal, and that was 200 bol4. 


All ++ where in blem, and who) Ilemen implure, 
Siace rden » not wat Hill the wars garen il o'er, 
Reſemdle the willow ; be gentle ard bead, 
Fake prins for a lover, as you would for a 
frierd; 1 | 
Lock >> 471 his perſon—but twice at his mind, 
Take him ſoon at his wv ard ; tho' you buſh, yet 
be king . | | 


* 
. 
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Expect not a crowd of admirers to ſee, 
Rich, handſome, and courtly, and all they thould 
be 


The times are ſo bad and ſo chang 'd is our lot, 
A man that's worth having, 1s hard to be got! 
Chooſe quick, or you'll rue it the reſt of your lives, 


You may flouriſh as toaſts, but you'll never be 
wives. 


<bd><IE >< d><E>> 
Ss ON 8. 


„ IRISH PADLOCK' 


| 188 Dannæ, when fair ard young, 


(As Horace has divinely ſung) 


Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs. 


Tell us, m myſterious hufband, ell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous : 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 


Make thee ſecure, thy wile leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 
That all this world of pageantry, 


Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is pawder, pocket-glaſs, and beau. 


| Be to her virtues ever kind, : 
1. 


i 


Be to her faults a little blind, 
Let all her ways be unconfin d. | 
And clap your Padlock—on her wind, 


1  horomd 


I 6 1 
. 
Sung in the Beggars Opera. 


17 the haven of a man is depreſs'd with care; 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, weetly, 
| Raiſes her ſpirits, and charms the ear; 
Roſes and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips more ſweet than thoſe. 
Preſs her, 
| Careſs her, | 
With bliffes, 
And kiſſes, 
Diſſolves us in i pe + and ſoft ws 


8 0 * 6. 
Surg by Mifs Romansini, in Love in 4 Village. 


U Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
1 And fo ſhall be my voice: 


No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
I'll firſt he's made my choice. 


| Let parents rule, cry nature 's laws, 
and children flill obev : 

| And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Azainſt tyrannic ſway ? 


1 
S8 0 N G, 


VALENTINE 'S-DaY. 


HEN pluſhes d dy'd the cheeks of morn. 
And de- drops gliſten 'd on the thorn : 


When ſ{kylarks tun'd their carrols {weet, 
To hail the God of light and beat; 
Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped. 
Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
Im come to be thy Valentine. 


Sofr love, that balmy ſleep denies, 


Had long avail'd her brilliant eyes. 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 


She artfully had clcs'd again : 

He funk, thus caught i in beauty s trap. 
Like Phebus into Thetis lap, 

And near forgot that his deſign, 


Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, 3 cry 4—¹ am undone, 
Philander, charming youth, be gone 
For thi« time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtne, not your love appear : 


No fon has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
(F- _ive the ſimple ſond diſguiſe;) 
To sepergus th dughts. your heart inc.ine, 


To be my faitbſul Valentine. 


B 
pe brutal paſſon ſudden fled, 
Fair hoyour govern'd in its ſtead, 
And both agrced, ere ſertino ſur, 
To join two virtuous hearts in ore; 
Ther heauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The tweet effects of mutunl love; 
Ang, from that hour to life's decline. 
She bieſo d the day of Valentine. 


Fr 
„ 
COWDEN KNOWS. 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sung their ſaccefabal loves : 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And mnfic fills the groves : | 
But m lov'd ſong 1 is then 1he broom, 
Se lair on Comden Knows : 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo lair a blocm, 
Elſewhere there never grows, 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yield ing heart | 
No thepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Cont't play with half ſuchart; 
He ſung of Tay, of Forth, nt Clyde. 
The hills and dales all round, 
ll Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide : 
Oh! how I bleſt the Hund. 
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Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So ſair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
Not Tiviot Braes fo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare ; 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh aboon Traquair 


More pleaſing hs are Cowl1en Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom : 

Ve pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows ; 

Convey me to the beſt of {wains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


Written by the Earl of ChefN-rfels, 


HEN Fanzy, viewing fair; 
Firſt caught my ra viſh d ght, 
Pleas d with her thape and air; 
Il felt a ſtrange delight ; 5 
Whilſt eagerly ! gaz d, 
. Admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my heart. 


1 


In her bewitching eyes 

Len thouſand loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 

His ſhafts are haarded there. 
Her blooming checks are dy'd 
Vith colour all their own, 
Excelling ſar the pride 
Of roſes newly blown. 


Her well turn'd limbs confe i- 
The lucky hand of jove; 

Her ſeatures all expreſs 

| The beauteous Queen of Love. 

What flames my nerves invade, 

When wehold the breaſt 

Of that too charming maid 
Rite, ſuing to be preſt ? 


Venus round Fanny's waiſt, 
Has her own ceſtus bound, 
Three guardian Cupids grace, 
| And dance the circle round. 

tow happy muſt he be 
Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe 
That blits to all, but me, 
May heaven and the refule ! 


1 


8 O N 8. 

| 

| „ | | 

STREPHON OF, THE HILL, | 

| 
of & others Damon's 3 rehearle, F. 

| 

; Or Coln's at their will; | 

6 L mean to ſing in raſtic verſe, \ 


Young Strephan of the Hill. 


CAA 


As once | lat bencah the ſhade, | 
Beſide a purling rill; = 

Who ſhould my folirude Invade, : 
But e of the Hill. 


3 He tapt my moule er, ſnatch'd a kiſs ; 1 

F 1 Could not take it ill; | T1 
F For no! hing fure is done am.ifs - 4 
ö 

. By Streptun 91 che ill. : 

= - Conſent, 0 lovely 22141 he crv'c, 8 6 

. Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 


Conſent this day 10 b. the bride 
N Of Strehion of the Ell. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder 1pray, 
+ See how they ſit and bill; 
So ſwert your time ſhall pal: away 
[ * ich St 822 of the III! * 


We went to church with N glee. | 
O love propitious till! 1 

May every nympn be blett, like me. | ED” 
With 57. lian of the Hill | | 


1 
8 0 N 8. 
THE MARINERS, 


| 4 
Z W be three poor Mariners, 
Newly come from the teas, 

We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at eaſe. 

Shall we go dance the round, 
While others live at eaſe, 

And he that is a bully boy, 
Come pledge me on this ground. 


We care not ſor thoſe martial men, 
That do our Hates diſdain. 
But we care ſor thoſe merchant-men, 
That do our ftates maintain, 
To them we dance this round, 
And he hat is a ba]! y gay, 

Come pledge me on this ground. 


— dde$ des 
S ON G. 


1 the Favourite Pong! ng Song, in the Medley, or Mu- 
| qu Every W Kere, 


IVE round the word diſmount, diſmount, 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn; 
The toils and plealures we recount, 
Of this ſweet health inſpiring morn. 
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Twas glorious ſport, none e er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand; 


But all as firmly kept their pace, 


As had A&zvn been the ſtar, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


And we had hunted by command 


Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuff'd the air, 


And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed fpot 


But pleaſed they heard a layer, a layer, 


And an drew on the ſlot. 
Tauas glorious ſport, Kc. 


And now o'er yonder dals he fleets, 


The deep mouth'd hounds begin to bawl ; 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While (prightly horns reſound a call. 
'T was ms ſport, &C. 


And now the ſtag has loft by pace, 
And while war-haunch the hand man cries ; 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He __ he firuggſes, and he dies. 
*Tavas glorious port, &C. 


— 


LC. 


be 


re. 


BONNY JAMIE o. 


WI RE new mown hay on winding Tay, 
The ſweets of ſpring diſeloſes, 

As I one morning ſinging lay, 
Upon a bank of roles; E 

Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By gued luk chanc'd to fpy me, 

He cook his bonnet off his head, 
And ſaftly fat down by me. 

My bonny, bonny Jamie O, 
My bonny, bonny Jamie O. 

I care not tho' the world ſhould know, 
How dearly ! love Janie O. 


The ſwain tho' I right meickle prize, 
Yet now I wad na ken him; 


Eut with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 


And ftrave away to fend him 


hut fondly he till nearer preſt, 


And at my feet down ly yung 
2 falt. 


His beating heart it thumpt 


[ thought the lad was dying. 
My bonny, bonny Jamie O, &c. 
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Put Hill reſolzing to deny, 

And angry paſſion feigaing ; 
L atter roughly ſhot him by, 

Win words iow of diſdaining: 
He fwiz'd my hund and nearer drew, 
And gently 1 a my pride; 
So Tweet!ly did the thepiierd woo, 

i bluſhing vow'd to be his bride. 


My bonny, bonny Jamie O, &c. 


K 
S8 0 N G. 
BACCHANALIAN joys DEFEATED, 


XTTHILE I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
| Well diſpoſed for other quart ; 
Come's my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Telling me 'tis time to part; 
Word: I knew were unavailing, 
Tt l ſternly anſwer'd no! 
Till from motive more prevailing, 
Sitting down ſhe treads my toe. 


Such kind tokens to my thinking, 


Moſt emphatically prove; 1 
That be jove which flaw from drinking, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love; 


Farewel friends and Yother bottle, 


Since i can no longer ſtay; 
Love, more learn'a han Ari ſtot le, 
Has to move me found the war. 


1 


O N 8. 
PRAISE OF LOVE. 


EVER till now I knew love's ſmart, 
| Gueſs who it was that ftole away my hear 


Tas only you, if you ll believe me. 
"Twas only you, &c. 


Since that I've felt love's fatal po 

Heavy has paſs'd each anxious hour, 
| If not with you, if you'll believe me, 
II not with you, &c. 


Honour and wealth no joys « can bring, 
Nor I be happy, tho' a king, 

If not with you, if you'll believe me, 
If not with you, &c. * | 


| When from this world I'm calld away, 
For you alone I'd with to ſtay, 
For you alone, if yau'll believe me, 
For you alone, &c. 


. Grave on my to 4 a? er I am laid, | 
Here lies one who lov'd but one maid, 
That's only you, if you'll believe me. 
That's only you, &c. 
| | Ba © 


Or gi 


$ O N G. 


Wise happy is my native land, 
I boaſt my country charter; 
i vever baſely lend mv hand, 
Her liberties to barter: 

The nobſe tund is not ac all, 
By ee degraded; | 

"Tis grilt atone car navike us fall, 
And well ] am perſuade, 

Each freeborn Briton's .ong ſhall be, 
give me death or liberty, 

1255 give me — &c. 


'Tho' ſmall the power which fortune orants, 
And few the gifts ſhe tends us; 

The lordly hircling often wants, 
That freedom ich defends us 


By | N tec ut *d om lav lef+ ſtriſe, 


Our honfe is our caitellum; 
Thus blets'4 with all that's dear in life : 
For Incre ſhaii we fall them. 
No, EV IV Briton's fong thoulc be, 
Give we desth or liberty. 
Give me Je h, &e. 


ADMIRAL Bt BOW. 


WE air d to Vader and thence to New 
e | 
Where we witer'd our ſhipping, and 10 weigh'd 
then all, 
Full in view on the ſeas, ſeven ſail we did o 
O we manned our capſtern, and weigh'4 ec ily. 


The firſt two we came up with, vere b:1gintine 
| loops, | 

We aſk'd i; the other five were as big as they 

| ook d, 

But turning to windward, as near a3 we could lie, 

We found they were French men of war cruizing 


bare by. 


We took: our leave of them, and made quick dit 
| patch, 

And we ſteer'd our r courſe to the iſland of Vacke, 
But turning to windward, as near as we could lie, 


On the fourteenth of Auguit, ten fail we did 'ſpy. 


They hoiſted their pendants, and their colours 
they ſpread, 
And they * . their bloody flag, « on the main 
topmaſt head, 

Then we hoiſted our jack flag, at the mizen peck 
So brought up our ſquadron, in a line molt cam 


plete. 1 3 


For fear that thofe French dogs their lives they 


Ve horited uk te "pi 11 220 10 hor? a 4 * 
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O ve drew up our ſquadron, in a very nice line, 
And fonght them cou .geous, for four hours time; 
Bu* the day being ſpent boys. and night coming on, 
We let then alone till the very next morn. 


he very next morning the engagement prov d 
hot 


And brave Admiral FRE MD receiv'd a chain that ; 


O when he was wounded, to his men he did ſay, 
Take me up in your arms boys, and carry nic away. 


0 ha guns they daran, nn the bullets did flv, 


Whkile br: e Adi! a! Se vi for help loud did 


cry, 


1 
1 


Carrv me tos he cockpit, apc oor eaſe my ſmart, 


If my men they? Kea: twill tos hot 
my Nile 1 17 > thouid bit Nic, 1 11 ure DTCU 
their cart. | | 


Ard there C:ntin & EY Toes a cowar k at laſt. 
And with J Plaved at boncep, behind the 


N13 1117 'l, 


* 


{hk 


And | there did ſtand boys, aid ouiver, und 


7 8 
loud FE MAT.» 


1 4 ** * * + ew. Ns — 4 8 i. Pe * * 1 we 
Fhe. very Text morr ine, at ak ofthe 75 


* 


We bore-to Pio 1 Nya Wie! rp tho ry ole of ack Fd: 
12ch, a 

o ſee Aon Wa | Bork av. OARFTICC 

church | 


4 eo Firm on own 


| 


P 


[37S J 
Come all ye brave fellows, wherever you have 
been, 
Let us drink a health to great George our King, 
And another good health to the girls that we 
know, 
And athird in remembrance of Admiral 83 


ne 


SQ . 
Sung in Sclima and Axor. 


HF. 8 . they d make us to fear, 
Are generous, harmleſs and gay, 
- Mad they give us ſuch excellent cheer, | 
I'd viſit them every day. | 
For ] like their treat, 
Their wine, their meat, 
And I'm merry and blithe as they. 


Pim nf, Ec. 


Tho' I can't like a nightingale ſing, 
For once turn your ears to a jay 
For if wine will make winter like ſpring, 
Why not make me warble, 1 8 
For [| like vour treat, 
Your wine, your meat, 


And I'm | EY, and blithe, and gay. 


1 


Good ſpirits, pray hear, if you're nigh, 


Bring back the ſweet time ef May, 
When bonny brown Ellin and ], 
Lov'd long as the ſun hid his ray. 
For | like your treat, 
Your wine, your meat, 
And I'm ſrolickſome, dlitke, births, and gay. 


3 
8 O N G, 
dung in Selima and Aæor. 


FO flower that blows is like this roſe, 
Or ſcatters ſuch periume ; 


: Upon my breaſt, ah gently reſt, 


And ever, ever bloom. 
Dear pledgers prove a parent's Jove, 
A pieafing, pleaſing gift thou art; 


Come, ſweeteſt flow'r, and from this hour, 


Live henceforth in my heart. 
<hop><e ><G << > 
S ON s. 
Sung in the 25 Shepherd. 
Men who are to honour true ; 


They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refuſe tae fair their due, 


17 OWSs of love Goals ever kad: 


4007-2 
Scorn'd and heated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; 
| So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch faithful {wains to ſerve. 


. Sac pris SD dtd 


S ON G. 


Sung in Cymon. 


\ HIS cold flinty heart, it is you who have 
= warm'd, : 
| You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd, 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I trove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſt nipt, no raptures can 

| flow, . 

Elyſium to him, but a deſert will prove, 5 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be 
Et” ay, | | 
| Her birds and her flow'rets, make blithſome ſweet 

A May 3 | | | ”— 
Love hleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro'the grove. 
| What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of loves 


$0 N . 
Sung by Mr. Ryder, in the Caſtie of Andalu ſi 


A IR—PEDRILLO. 


Mi ASTER I have and I am | kis man, 
A Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'!l get a ue e as faſt as he can, 
With a haily, 
Gaily, | 
Gambo raily, 
Gigghng, 
Nigsling, 


| Galloping galloway, draggle- tail dreary dun. 
1 ſaddled his ſteed, ſo fine and ſo gay, 


Galloping dreary dun: 
J, mounted my mule. and we rode a away, 
With our haily, &c. 


Ve canter d along until jt grew dark, 
Galloping drearv dun; 


| The nightingale ſung _— af the lark, 


= With her hally, 


We met with a triar, and af d him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aſtray, [ 
1 Wich your haily, &c. | J 


un. 


1 
Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun; 


We wander alone, like the babes | the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 


My maſter's a fighting, and JI. take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun; 


gut now I think better I better go to ſleep, 
"With my haily, &c. 


W 


5 O N G, 


Sung i in the 1 Ading Night 


* HEN up to Londin firſt 1 came, 


An aukward country booby ; 


I gap'd and ſtar'd, and did the fame 


As ev'ry country looby. 


| With countenance demurely ſet, 
* | 1 dorit my hat to all I met, 


way, 


| aſtray, 


With, Zur, your humble ſervant. # 


Alas! too PER” ot a wife, 

And proud of ſuch a bleſſing, 

| ſhe joy and buſineſs of my life 
WI as kiſſing and careſſing. 


Twas “ Charmer! Sweeting! Duck and Dove.” 
And I o'er head and ears in love, 


| Was * humble e 


i 180 | 

But when the honey-moon was paſt, 
Adieu to tender ſpeeches! 

Ma'am lov'd quadrille, and loft too faft, 
I ſwore I'd wear the breeches. 

I ſtorm in vain ; reſtraint ſhe hates: 

Adieu,“ ſhe cries, © the chariot waits;“ 

My dear, your humble ſervant.” 


She's gone, poor girl, and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmiling, 
(Not envious of a higher lot) 
The tedious hours beguiling. 
| If care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 
I nod, defire he'll call again, 
And am his humble ſervant. 


Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones ſay, 

Tis beft employ'd in laughing; 

And come what frowning cares there may, 

Muy antidote is quaffing. | 
I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, 

For this is my philoſophy ; 

And fo your humble ſervant. 


1 


S O N 8. 
Sung in Leve in a Village. 


ET the gay ones and great 
1 Make the moſt of their fate; 


From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, 

While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe. _ 

To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light: 
1 The bliſſes I find, 
| No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverfion unite. 


<< pe dee ddd. 
8 © N G. 


Conn buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, ES, 
Our can is full, we'll pump it ext, 
And then all hands to ſea. 


£4 « filng we will 


1 
Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 


But we 2 better when we've brought | 
The e to cat-head. 


The Jockeys call'd to horſe, to horle, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; - 

As loud we hollow when we fend | 
A broadſide to Monſieurs. 


The What's hes names, at uproar (qual, ; 
With muſic fine and ſoft, = 
But betrer ſounds our Boatſwain's s call, 1 
All hands, all hands aloft ! | v 
With gold and ſilver ſtreamers 820 5 81 


The ladies rigging ſhew, 
But Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
5 When prizes home we tow. 


What's got at ſex we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 
"Thus pals the ſailors lives. 
Anda Jong We will be. 


ö 


ge. 


5 
5 ON 6. 
Sung in Thomas and Sally, 


1 echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 

To horte, my brave boys, and away; 

The morning is up, aud the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the ſox ! 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 


Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 


The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the bottle and W4 to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy : 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours: --.- 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs. 


F 
$0 8-6 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
N OME ye lads who wiſh to fine, 


Bright in future tory, 


1 Haſte to arms and form the lin- 


That leads to martial glory. 


K 2 
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E. 


Charge the nuſtet, point the 1 
Brave the worſt of dangers; 
Tell the hluſtering ſons of Francs, 
That we to fear are firangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And the flag 1s rearin 
Always finds her ſons dies 'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the moſs, &. 


Hearts 40 oak with ſ ood advance ; 
Por r vonr n:val thunder, 
On the treinbling ſhores o! France, 
And ſtrike the world with worder. 
Charge the muſket, ge. 


Honcur for the bra ve to mare, 
Is the nobleſt bool v; | 
Gvard your coaſts, protect the fair; 
For that's a ſoldier's duty. 


Clarge your mnſlee, &c, | 


What if "RY ſhould ta * their parts, 
And form a baſe alliance? 
All unite and Engliſh hearts, 

May bid the world defiance. 


| M 


Kc. 


&e. | | 


de. 


1. + 
CHORUS. 


Beat the drum the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united; 

Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And ſee your country righted. 


nn 
5 ON G, 
Sung in the * 


AR Heart! EP a terrible life am I led ? 


E 
D A dog has a better that's ſnelter'd and . 


Night and day tis the fame, 
My pain is dere game; 
Me with to de Lord me was dead. 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 
Above or below. | 
Sirrah, come, Sirrah, go; 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 

Oh! Oh! 


- He with to de Lord A” wes dead. 


= 


1 
8 0 N 6: 


Sung in the Duenna. 


O The days when I was young! | 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
Talked of love the whole day long, 

And with neQtar crown'd the night. 
Then it was old father care, 
Little reck' d Jof thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 


Truth they ſay, lies in a well; 
Why, 1 vow, I ne'er could ſee, 
Let the water drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me. 
For when foarkiig wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But (till the honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaſk. 


True, at length, my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 


Feu the locks that now | own, 


And the few | have are grev. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou ma y'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; 
Still beneath thy age's froſt _ 
Glos a fpark of youthful fire. 


O the days, xe. 


O the days, &c. | 


O the days, &c. | 


— 
8 
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S8 O N G. 
Fung in Alfred. 


7 HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azvre main; 
Aroſe, Cc. 


1 This was the charter, the charter of the lan J, 


And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain; 
Rule Britania, Britania rule the waves. 
For Britons never will be ſlaves, 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall; 
| Muſt in, Oc. 
Whilſt 2 ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
ree, | 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule Britania, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britania, &c. 
Ka 


118 J 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 


All their attempts to bend thee down ; 
All their, Cc. 


Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and yr renown. 
Rule, Britania, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; 
Thy cities, Cc. 
And hide ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
_ bg ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine, 
Rule, Baitania, &c. 


The Muſes, till with freedom ſound, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repꝛir; 
Stall to thy happy coaſt repair. 


Bleſt iſle ! wich beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
_ crown'd, 


Ard manly hears to guard the fair. 
Rule Pritania, Britania rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


S ON G. 


HE 3 failor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 
U -davabel braves the ftormy ſeas, 
Jo find at laſt content and eaſe ; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


( 189 ) 
When winds blows hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole ; 
Tho' deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, when toil and dangers o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When round the bow] the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This 1s the univerſal toaſt ! 
May we. when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on his native ſhore. 


9 
s O N G. 


1 * duſky right rides down the ſky, 
| And uſhers in the morn; _ 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 

The huntſman winds his horn. - ” 
Chorus. And a hunting we will go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
er arms to make him ſtay; 
| My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows! 
You cannot hunt to dax. 
Che. Yeta — we will go, Ec. 


6 190.) 
Away they fly to ſcape the rout, 
Their ſte-ds they ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And ſome are thrown in the ditch. 


Cho. Yet a hunting we will go, &c. 


At laſt frown ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight ; 

Then, weary, homeward we return. 
And drink away the night. 

Cho. Anda * we will go, Ec. 


Klee 
S O N G. 
THE Saen een. 


Y deareſt liſe, were thou my wife, 
How happy ſhould I he ! 

And all my care 1n peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee. 

When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove; 

Then yon, my queen, in 8 
Shall move like queen of love. 


| Your ED I'd prize beyond the le, 
Beyond the 155 of wars; _ 
Woeuld'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In * baggage - car, 


10 
For happineſs, tho' in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives are ſeen ; 
And pride in coach has more reproach 
Than love i in chaiſe-marine. 


Oh! do not c hold your love in RY 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; | 
Behold the great, with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 
In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee : 
But ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it merrily. 


Love not theſe Kaare s, great fortune” s ſlaves, 
W ho lead ignoble lives: 


Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but. their wives, 

For Britain's right and you we hight, 

And ev'ry ill deſy; 

Should but the fair re: ward our care, 
With love and . 


If fighs, nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can win your harden'd heart; 

Let love in arms, with all his charus, 

Then take a ſoldier's part. 

With fife and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war; 

Then don't think mean of chaiſe- marine, 

a love triumphant car. 


192 } 
S O N . 


THE JOVIAL SEAMEN, 


"OW little do the land ſmen know 
Of wha: we ſailors feel, 


When waves do mount and winds do blow - 


But we have hearts of ſteel : 
No darger an afrigbt us, 
No enriny thall flout : 
We'l make the morhenr right us; 
So toſs the cann about. 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſiak, 

Then France have at your firſt-rates; 
For Britons never ſlirink : 

We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll dring them in by ſcores. 

And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d ors. 


While e at Deal we're ii 

With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely boy: R 

And then to ſex for more; WF 
I peace. we'li drink and ficg | boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 5 
Here s a health to George cur kin 8. boy: L 
And the royal family. 


ASZ. ud 


* 4 
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S ON G, 


Sung in the Padlock. 


| AS I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 

| On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day 

My ewes at feed, my lambs at play: 

But would ſome bird that pity brings, 
And for a moment lend its wings; 
My parent they might rave and ſcold, 
My guadian ftrive my will to hold; 

Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpite of all, away I'd fly. 


cho << tpn ues. 
$ 0:N 6. 
Sung in the School for Scandal, 


' | TL YERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen. 
11 Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
:Tere's to the bold and extravagant queen, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty, 
Let the toaſt paſs, ” ; 
oj Drink to the laſs, 3 
| ! warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 
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Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. | 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toatt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Voung or ancient I care nat a feather ; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'enlet us toaſt them together, 
Let the toaſt piſs, 
Drink to the laſs, | 
III warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glals. 


e 
S O N G, 


Hunting Song, 


& i HE. bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, 


And dew drops beſpangle the ſweet ſcented : 


thorn ; 


Then ſound brother ſportſman, ſound, 1 q | 


the gay horn, 
Till Phœbus awaken the day; 


2A wo «5. 


Co 3 


And fee now he riſes in ſplendor how bright, 


J. O, Pzan for Phœbus the „of delight; 


All glorians in beauty now v 1iſh the night, 
Then mount boys to horſe and away. 


What raptures can equal the jov of the chace, 


Health, bloom, and contentm .. appear in each 
face, 


And in onr {wiſh courſers what beauty and grace 


While we the fleet ſtag do pu 


At the deep and harmonious {wcet cry of the 
hounds, 


Struck by terror he burſts from the ſoreſt's wide 


bounds, 


And tho' lik-thelight ninghedartso' er che grounds 
Yet ill oy» we e keep him in view. 


When chac'd, till quite ſpent, he his liſe does re- 


ſign, 


5 Our victim we'll offer at * hus's ſhr'ne, 


And revel in honour of-Nimrod SOX 
That hunter fo mighty of fame; 
Our glaiſes then charge to our country and king, 
Love and Beau v we” charge to, and jovi ine 
Wiſhing hen alth and ae "ill we make the 5 fog 
ring, 


T's all ſparifmen and fo ns of the game. 


"Fo } 
\ 4 0 -N © 


Jy Winna marry ony mon but Sandy o er the Lee, 
I winna ha the Domminee for gued he canna be, 

But I will ha my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the Lee. 
For be s aye a kiſſing, kiſſing, aye 2 kiſſing me. 


I will not have the miniſter for all his godly looks, 


Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 


croeks: 


Iwill not have the plowman lad, nor 25 will I 


the miller, 


But 1 will have my Sandy lad, without c one penny 


filler. 
For he's aye a killing, &c. 


: will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to 

- the war, 

I will not 3 the ſailor lad, be he ſmells 
tar : 


1 will not have the lord nor lied for all their 


meikle gear, 


J But I will have my Sandy lad, 1 * o'er the | 


meir. 


For he's * kiſing, &c. 


3 WV VW 


ir 


he 
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e 
Sung in Arterxerxes. 


1 not rage, thy boſom firing, 

Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ; 


| Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


| Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
| Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend ; 


I, alas, at once have loſt 


Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rages thy boſom bring, 


Pity's ſofter elaim remove: 


I Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


|  Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


( 198 ) 
T 


A HUNTING SONS. 


WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks 


gray, | 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chaſe to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawns, 


To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; _ 


To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. I 


But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
T':> ſtar: juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 
Waile joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 
Ihe ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. - 


See how the brave hunters with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Born by their bold courſers no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. | 


ar, 


E 5 
Ve cits ſor the chace qu che jovs of de town, 
And ſcarn the dull pleator + ſow in towns 
Uocerhin your t. Or nur or w2ilth, 
Ours ſtill is repaid wich cy. ten rn and health. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. 


8 O N G, 
THE STORM. 


r rude Boreas, bluſtering railer, 
A Liſt ye land ſmen all to me, 
Meſsmates hear « brother ſailor, . 
Sing the dangers of the ſga; 
From bounding biliows, fiiit in mation, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the {eas contend with ſkics. 


Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 
By topfail cheets, an haulyard; ftand, 
Down top-gailants quick be hauling, | 
Down your ſtay-ſalls, hands boys, hand! 
Now it freitiens, ſet the braces, 
_ The lee-tnp-ſail-ſheets let go, 


| Luff, boy:, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 
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Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms : 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our mind enthral ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, | 
Fark again the boatſwain's call. 


The top-ſail yards point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 

Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 

Neef the mixen, ſee all clear, 

Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, | 
Man the fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peeals on peals contending claſh, 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue ligtnings flaſh 
One wide water all around us, 

All above us one black ſky; | 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Fark! what means yon dreadful cry. 


The fore-maſt's gone ! cries every tongue ou“, 


O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 
© Callall hands to clear the wreck. = 


1 
Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come my hearts be ſtout and bold! 
Plumb the well; the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are _— 

We for wives or children mourn ; 

Alas from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas, to them there's no return : 

Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below, 

Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can fave us now. 


On the lee-beam i is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand boys ; 
See our mizen maſt 1s gone: 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We're lighten'd ber a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt; 
5 _ the _— boys, ware off more 


Now once more on j. ops were thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 
|  T'o our ſweet-hearts and our wives, 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels i 8 
Noge, our danger $ drown d i in wine. 


8 
Sung in the Duenna, 


* Ia bane: for falſhood fram d, 
ne'er could injure you: 
7 85 tho' vour tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
„ charms would make me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
Do ſtranger offer wrong: 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 

And act a brother's part. 


Then, . dread not beve deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong : 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 
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A HUNTING SONG. 


O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound 
of the horn, 

And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ; ; 

For ſhame, rouze vour ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 

With me the ſweet melody j join. | 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll 
rally, | | | 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 
While bounds, in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall 


i, 
And chore the ſwiſt hare till ſhe dies. 


Then laddle your ſteed, to the meadows and 
| helds, | 
Both willing and joyous repair; 
No paſtime in life e greater happineſs Yields 
Than chacing the fox and the hare, 


| For ſuch comforts, my iriend, on the ſportſman 
-..- attend, 

| No pleafure like hunting is found, 

| For when it is oer, as briſk as before, 

Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 
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. 


HEARTS OF OAK. 


OME, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we 


ſteer, 

To add ſomething new to this wonderful year ; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like * mach 
For who are ſo free as the ſons of the waves? 


CHORUS. 


Hearts of ank are our ſhips, 23 of oak are our men. 


e always are * 


Sͤ.teaqdhy boys, fleady; 
| W. ell Le and we'll conquer _ and again. 


We neꝰ er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them 10 


ſtay; 


They never ſee us but they wiſh us ; away ; 


they won't fight us, — cannot do more. 


5 Fer 


If the 7 run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, | 


Gt 


'T hey ſwear they'll evade us, theſe terrikle foes, | V 


They'll frighten our women, our children and 
beaus : 


But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 


15 Still Britons * find to receive them athore. 
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We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll till make 
them {weat, | | 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette; 
Then cheer up my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſman and king. 


en. 


K 
s ON G, 


GUARDIAN ANGELS, 


68 angels now protect me, 


Send me to the ſwain I love; 


Cupid with thy bow direct me, 


Help me all ye powers above. 


ear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 


Tell him I love, and I deſpair; 


| Tell him, for him I grieve, 


Say 'tis for him I live ; 


| 1 O may the ſhepherd be ſincere! 


| Thro the ſhady groves I'll wander, 


Silent as the bird of night; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight; 


Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore : 


Can he forget me, 
Will he negle& me, 
Shall I never ſee him more 
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Does he love and yet forſake me, 

To admire a nymph more fair? 
If 'tis ſo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſte mn the happy pair. 
Some lonel, cave Fil make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares cf life purſue : 

The erk and Philomel 

Only ſhail hear me tell | 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


. 4 $><6-v> 
$ 0 N 6: 
Fung in the Miller of Mansfield. 
| How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs. 


leſs. | 


| On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
| Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. | 


-.-.: Which is, Ke. 


What tho' be all duſty and whiten'd does go, | 


The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 


Than a courtier who ftruts in his garter and ſtar. 


Tho' his hands are ſo daub'd they're not ft to be | 


185 —_ 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 


Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


Who would be no greater, nor fears to be 


"—wedg: Hol. 


8 
What then, if a pudding ſor dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks ; 
In this ſort of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 


In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate; 


| Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 


As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's 
q 


And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
| Then riſes up cheerful to work and to fing ; 
If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? 


3 0 N 6. 


A MACARONI ODE 


1 LU and cry; 


Put your finger in your eye; 


Join the Macaroni kind, 
- | Demn the weather, demn the wind. 


| Winds that rumple powder'd hair, 


Winds that fright the feather'd fair, 


Winds that blow our hats away, 


And rudely with our ruffles play. 
3 
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Winds that drown the gentle note, 
Fritter'd through a gentle throat ; 
Wiads that clouds around us throw, 
And ſpout the glitter of our ſhow. 


Demn the winds that us nave ftirr'd, 
On Friday, June the twenty-third, 
To plague the Macaroni kind : 
Demn the rain, and demn the wind. 


F>5E <<b d><& >< þ> 
Ss. 0 N G. 
Surg in the Devil 1⁰ Fay. 


C jolly Racebus, god of wine, 
4A Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleat: ure: 
Fil. up the mighty ſpetklieg bowl, 
That ex ry true Jr [oval ſcul, 
May drirk and ſing without controul. 
To ſupport our "plealure. 


x Thus, miglity Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure : 
That under thy protectior we 
Ma joy new pleaſure: 
And a+ tie hours glide away, 
We'!! in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And og thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 
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$ 0 M 
THE ADIEU. 


AREWELL to the meads and the belds, 
Where late ſo delighted | rov'd, 
Farewell ev'ry ſweet, nature yields, 
| Tue loſt the dear chermer I lov'd! 


| Farewell the delights of the ſpring, 
In beauty and health ever new, 
| No more in your praiſe ſhall I ſing 
24 Fo or Strephon thus bids you adieu ! 


| For ever farewell to the ſhade, 
Where to Delia I terder'd my love. 5 
| For ever farewell to the glade, 
Where ſhe did wy paſſion approve. 


. e to the hill and the dale, 
| To the grot and each paſtoral view, 
Your charms can no longer prevail, 


And Strephen thus bids you * 1 


| No more in the morning ſo gay, 
Shall Strephion trip over the lawn, 
No more ſing his carols to May, 
Or reJoice | in thn ch - the dawn + 
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For Delia alas! is no more, 
My Delia ſo conſtant and true, 
Her loſs I ſhall ever deplore,— 
For ever, for ever, adieu 


-————— — — —_—_——_— 
S ON G 
Surg in the Maid of the Mill. 


REEF. from ſorrow, free from itrile, 
O now bleſt the miller's hie! 
Cheerful working thro' the day, 
Still! 11e laughs and La yy * ay. 
Nought can vex bi: 


Nought perplex di 
While there's grit to make him gay. 


DUET. 


Let the great enjoy the bleffogs 
By indulgent fortune ſent ; 
What can wealth, can orandeur off >: 


Mere tl 122 plenty and content 
CHORUS. 


Free from ſorrotu, & 
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0 8. 
— in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


IN Tacky Bull, when bound for France, 

T he zoſling you diſcover, 
But taught to ride, to fence and dance, 

A finiſh'd gooſe comes over. 

With his tierce and carte, —fa ! fa ! 

And his cotillon fo ſmart a ha ! 

He charms each female heart, oh la! 
As Jacky returns from Dower. 


For cocks and dogs ſee ſquire at 8 

Ihe prince of country tonies! 
Return'd from Faris, Spa, or — 

Our *{quire's a nice Adonis! 

With his tierce and carte, —ſa! ſa! 

And his cotillon ſo ſmart, — . ha! 

He charms the female heart, —ob la! 
The pink of Macaronies ! 


1 2 
SONG. 
Sung in the Padlock. 


Gar little fooliſh, flutt' ring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight ? 
Stay here and fing, 
Your miſtreſs to deli ight. 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go! ! 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half ſo happy as with me ? 


, 
VVV N G. 


F Al R Sally lov'd a 8 ſeaman, 
Wich tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 

But left his heart with her at home, 
She view'd the ſea from off the hill, 
And as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 


She ſung of her bonny ſeamas. 


The wed blew hows, and ſhe grew poker 
| To ſee the weather-cock turn round, 
When lo! ſhe ſpy d her bonny ſailor, 
Come tripping o'er the fallow ground, 
With nimble haſte he leapt the dale, 
And Sally met him with a ſmile. 
And hugg d her bonny ſailor. 


E 1 

This knife the gift of lovely Sally, 

I till have kept it ſor her ſake; 
Althouſand time. in am'rous folly, _ 

Thy name I've carv'd upon the deck: 
Again this happy pledge returns 
To ſhew how truly Thomas burns. 

How truly burns for Sally. 


This thimble did'ſt thou give to Sally, 
While this I ſee I think on you; 
Then why does Tom ſtand ſhilly ſhally, 
While yonder ſt-eple is in view. _ 
Tom never to occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the willing mind. 
1 And went to church with Sally. 


KKK 


s O N G. 
K135 MY BONNY MOU”. 


A* I was ganging o'er the lee, 
Ul chanc'd to look behind, 
And wa right glancing ſhu'd I fee 
But woodland joe the hind. | 
When we had gang'd the braes awhile, 
_ He ſaid to me my dow, 

May I not fit upon this ftile 

And kiſs your bonny mou', 
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Kind Sir, ye are a wee miſta' en, 
For I am nane of theſe. 


I hope ye ſome more breeding ken, 
Then ruffle laſſes claiths. 


The lad was check'd, and vow'd to ſeek - 


Young Jane wr blithſome brow, 


She'd yg him claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou”. 


I ca'd him then proud-hearted ſwain, 
And laith to be ſaid nay : 

A ſonſey thought he ſtarted then, 
And nam'd the wedding-day, 

He's braw and blithe, I lik'd him weel, 
Nor frown upon him now, 

"Tho? bolder grown, bis vows to ſeal, 

He kils'd my bonny mou'. 


TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


The Volunteers of Ireland. 


May the Public Spirit be ſupported by the 
Conſtitution, —and the Conſtitution be upheld 
with Public Spirit. 

May the virtuous part of the Conttirution 
prevail over the Corrupt. 

The Exports of Ireland, —her Enemies the 
Grſt. 


May we draw upon Content for the deficiencies 
of Fortune. | 


The face that charms, and the heart that 
warms. 


May the deſires of our heart be vit ruous and 
| thoſe defirez gratihed. 
The cauſd of liberty throughout the wel 
_ Conſtancy in Love, and ſincerity in friendſhip, 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing but merit. | 
May temptation never conquer virtue. | 
. Friend{lup without intereſt, and love without. 
deceit. 


Fats to our Feen, and pleaſure to our 
laite 
| Nay our n be our friends, and our 
friends our favourites. 

Liberty to thoſe who dare contend for it. 

Health and Contentment. 

The ſweets of Love, and joys of friendihip, 
May the honeſt heart never feel diftreſs_ | 


Pleafares that pleaſe on Reflection. 
Delicate Pleaſures to ſuſceptible Minds. 
May life and love have equal date. 

All we wiſh and want, and all our wants and 
wiſhes. 

May we never want reſolution to defend our 
independency. againſt the powerſul attacks of 
unbridled ambition. 

May contempt be the fate of ſuch amang us 
as ſtrut in foreign foppery, to the deſtruction of 
the trade and manufactures of Ireland, 

Univerſal Benevolence. 

May we always have a friend and know his 
value. 


Unity, ſtability, and delity, among the ſons 


of liberty. 

More power to our r ſriends, and more ſenſe 
to our enemies. 

That candour and 1 fo may always be our 


governing principles. | 
Healths, hearts, homes, and n 


May all great men be good, and all uu. men 


5 great. | 
The honeſt patriot, and urbiaſs'd Iriſhman. 


— — 


May the evening 's diverſion bear the morning's 


refleQion. 
May virtue al ways prove victorious. 
Good luck till we are tired of it. 

| Love and SP: - 
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